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PBEFACf 

TO THE SIXTH ^^LUME. 


Revolving months once more require the publication of 
«ur annual volume, and demand from us a grateful acknow¬ 
ledgment to those cxfending circles who fe^l anjnterest in 
our labours. 

Could we reveal to our friends but a slight glimpse of 
results at home «nd abroad* as cgnveyed to us by our 
corresponding friends—of homes macjo diappy—of indi¬ 
vidual transformation in drunkards reclaimed.^ in outcasts 
restored, in mothers quickened to activity and cleanli¬ 
ness—of childfen returqfd tcv duty and affection—of new 
Maternal Societies formed, aild of f)l(l Societies aroused and 
blest! Could* they listen ttjfcfha affectionately grateful 
miSsivc.from mothers in the Soujii Sgas, and from Societies 
in India, where, in their own tongues, our simple papSs 
are read. Could thejJbut knj)^. r pai^f only.of all this, 
they would believe us wlicn we say'our sense of gratitude is 
indeed oppressive—firk, toCi&ur jp-acious -Lord, whose glory 
we desire supremely to promote^ and tbtn to all our valued 

friends, contributors, !ln<f i^clars, who haw, through sun- 
,. • • • • 

shine and stoisu, io nobly an^ a§ectiena^Jy susta^edtus. 
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FR£FACS. 


Agwn, then, w£ ^end forth “ The Mothers’ Friend,” 
aniT earnestly solicit n continued Interest in the pray^ 
and h^tS‘6^aIl Who know deeply important position 
/A^i'i^^py.'for whpnl it' is especially -designed. For our 
own part, we ‘♦bate^ pot one jot jof heart'or hope,” but 
purpose steadily#, by Qpd’s blessing, to .render opr monthly 
visit to thousands of families increasingly attractive, impres¬ 
sive, and useful. 

Some copies may be had of the early numbers to com¬ 
plete sets; and Vols. I. (price Is.), II., III., IV., V., and 
VI. (Is. 6d. each), bound in cloth, may bo obtained, 
Many a missionary and many 4n emigrant have expressed 

ii ' ^ f 

thankfulness-for presents of volumes of “The Mothers’ 

«i • 

Friend.” 
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TliE 


MOTHERS’ FRIEND; 


"SHALL I DIE TpiS YEAH, MAMMA?” 

“ Whatever passes as a cloud between 
The mental eye of faith and things unseen, 

Causing tliat biighlgr world to disappear, 

Or seem less lovely and its hope less (Spar: 

This is out world—an Rlol, tliough it bean , 
Affection’s ingress or«Ievotion’s ait*! ” 

“ A HAPPY new year to you, mamma,” said little Charley 
Trueman, as he cSime bounding into the parlour, on the 
first of January. The mother looked yp 'from her Bible 
smilingly upon her boy, and replied, " Many happy new 
years to you, my darling— to poor mamma this day comes 
clouded by sorrow.” “ Ah ! yes, ma, I know why the 
tear comes down your fac*. You are thinking of poor pa 
and Etty ; they were both here .with, us, last new year’s 
day ; but you ‘lenopf, ma, ^irc in heavfti now •, and 
pa told ils to think of him as always near us, like the 
angels, and thdt he trill tome* to mi^t us when wc die,! 
But, ma, is God an^ry with us, when he »sends death here 
to take away our papas «fid sisters?” “JPb, dcar;.it is not 
because God is angry that he takes away our ^j^r ones, 
but generally to make hs iiKwe hply, and to love to think 
about Him and heaven iBore. ^Sometirnes, my bdy, we 
make idbls of those firiands ‘that God has, in mercy, 
given us, and then Jle i^fees ^t necegsary to take them 
away.” “Ol-l indeed, ma; tjjea did*pa*viean th>t, «lhen 
he said you'had loaed* him too well ? But, ma,.ho skid, 

VOL. VI. B • 



2 SHALL 1 DIE THIS TEAK, MAMMA? 

too, thafliJesus i^ould live ns, and take care of us—so 
don’t cry. I think He wjll, too—£6r grandpa asked. Him 
to bless ns this new year. I I don’t like that odd cap you 
wear, ^ma; I i^ant to^see the- nice curls that Etty used to 
pull, and pa callcjl her ‘ shining playthings.’ ” 

Mrs. Trueman’s'tears fell fast as the prattle of her boy 
recailed the dtep s'jjrrow of fhe past«yesr. A beloved and 
affectionate husJjand and an infant daughter were laid in 
the tomb together, and the.little cj^tflng, bright-eyed boy 
was now her only earthly treasure. ' 

“But, mamma,” continued the sweet child, “you must 
not love me too well, I suppose. Shall I die too, ma, this 
year ? Shall I go down to see the star-worlds when I die, 
and live iu heaven ? You fold me about that great tele¬ 
scope i ^’Ivat IS it called, mt ? ” ‘■'TheCraig telescope, dear.” 
“ Ah! yes, that is it; but I snjSpose we shsll not w.mt 
telescopes when we die. Shall we see the people walking 
about the star-worlds like they do hefc ? Oh ! ma, won’t 
it be nice <to .die aud go up to jia and Etty, and see all 
the beautiful tilings? * Shall I die this year, mamma? 
Ah! I fofgot, but then you would be down here all aloue 
—I mean without any of us, pa, and Etty, and me ; but 
you would have Jesus, ma; all the same, would you not ? 
Please, ma, will you rjajl tliat pretty story again about the 
little girl and her dead •iij.aenyia ?” -The another read the 
following interestiug fact:— 

^ “A little girl—a^ivelj and gtntle, child--—lost her mother 
at an age too eqrly to fii the loved features in’her remem¬ 
brance., .She Vis as if^il as befutiful—and as the bud 
of her Ji^art unfolded,'it seemed as if won by the mother’s 
prayer^to turn ipstinctively^aveUWards. The sweet, con¬ 
scientious, and prayer-loviiig tliild was the cherished one 
of the bereaved -family, bijt .she faded away early. She 
would lie upoh the lap of'the'frien^ whp took a mother’s 
oaiti o^ her, a^d wiVidiug ope wasted wn* .shout her neck 
would ^ay, ‘ Now, tell me about lay, mamma;’ and when 



SHALT. I DIS THIS TEAS, MAHMA ? 3 

the oft-told tale had been repeated, she would ask softly, 
‘ Take me into the parlour —•( want to See my {namma.’ 
The request was nerer refused," and the affectionate child 
Would lie for hours contentedfy g^ing og. her mother’s 
portrait, but— 

‘Pale and wan'sue grew, and Weakly, 

B«xring alHier pains so meekr^. 

That to friends she still grew dearer. 

As the trail-bour drew nAirer.’ 

That hour came at last, and weeping friends assembled to 
see the little child die. The dew of death was already on 
tl^e flower as its life’s sun was going down ; the little 
chest heaved faintly—spasmgdically. ‘ Do you know me, 
darling?’ sobbed thg voice'that was dearest,,but^it awoke 
no answer. All at onc^ a brightness, ns if from the upper 
world, burst over the child’s colourjpss countenance—the 
eyelids flashed op^jr—the* lips* parted—the wan cuddling 
hands flew up in the little one’s last iinj)ulsive effort as she 
looked ])ierciugly into the far aboje—‘Albfhcf! Mother!’ 
she cried, with surprise and transport in her^ lone, and 
passed with that last breath into her mother’s bosom. A 
divine, who stootl by, remarked, ‘ If I never believed in the 
ministration of departed oneet befoi^p, I could not doubt it 
now.’ ” . ^ • 

“Oh! mamma;” saiAClfarl^,* “why that was exactly 
as" it will be wi{h pa and me! IJe said he would welcome 
ns, you know, whefl we die. ^ Shall I die this yea/, 
mamma ?” “ I hope not, deftr,” replied'^is' mother, while 

the tears rolled fast oTor her ^a'le chc^; “ I hope you 
may be spared t« cqinfort me when I gm sickwqj^d old.” 
“ Well, ma, I should like t'hUt, tt>o; l)ut pa and Etty up 
there ! %nd you down here! I jike ta,go, and I Tike to 
stay! but I think I shalhdlp t|jis year, mamma.” Let us< 
pause and reflect? 

Mother 1,3o you think it Vritten hgainst *e !iame 



4 TAI^K WITH TIME AT THE CLOSE OP THE Yl^AR. 

of any of your dear ones, “ This year thou shalt die!” 
Ah! it mSy be written against ycwr own name! and what 
then? are yon ready? IJpw important to be ready— 
always ready! ljut how difficnlt to hold the beloved and 
chcrislnBd things of eifrth wkh a loose hand—not to have 
them draggcd«and %oril-from our grasp. The Lord loveth 
a cheerful giver! Pid yoti ever careliilly observe hpw the 
sorrows of life are suited to our varied characters ? If 
riches are a snare, they ure given wings to fly away; or, 
sometimes, they seem to be put into a bag with holes at 
the bottom—they slide away, we know not how. If we 
idolize mind or person, some disease or accident destroys 
one or both. If we make household gods they arc, conjr 
manded to depart, and we are,,left to feel, too late, that the 
creature ,was stealing the bean from., the Creator; but, 
hereaveu mother, better this thap that your heavenly 
Father should say, “ S^io is joined to idols—lot her alone.” 
What are your resolves for this uew yejir ? 


TALK WITH TIME AT THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 

“ Time, old Time, with the forelock gray, 

Wliile the year in its (/otngC^doth pass away, 

Come, sit by 11)5' hearth ere, the embers .thil. 

And hung thy scythe on yon emi ty nail. 

And tell me a tale, ’neatli this wintry sky, 

Of the deeds thou h ist done as the months swept by.” 

“ I have eradled the babe in the churfchyard'wlde; 

From the husbhi’d’s arms t have bikeii the bride ; 

I have cloven a path ibroirgh the ocean’s floor, 

„M’herA Aiaiiy have sunk to return 09 more ; 

I have humbled the. strong, with their dauntless breast, 

Anu laid the,old,..with his staff, to rest; 

I have loosened ilte stone or. the ’•uir’s height, 

Where the curtaining ivy grew’rank and bright; 

• I have startled the inaid„on her couch of-down. 

With a sprinkle of white "fliid her trusses brow;.; 



THE LA.8T BLO'W. 


I have rent from his idols the proud man’s hold, 

And scattered the hoard the^miser’s gold.” 

“ Is this all ? Are thy chronicles traced alone 
On the riven heart and the bui^al-stone ? ” 

“ No ; Love’s yoiing_ chain I.have trinyned With flowp~ ■ 
Have awakened a song in theI'ose-cftwned bowers; 
Proud trophies have reared to the sons of* fame, 

And paved the road for the cars of ilamg! 

Look to yoh child, if hath learned of nW 
The word that it lisps at his mother’s knee > 

Look fo the sage, Vrl») from »e hath caught 
Intenser lire for his heavenward thought; 

Look to the saint, who hafh nearer trod 
Toward the angel-hosts, near tlie throne of God. 

I have planted seeds in the soul, that bear 
The fruits of heaven in a world of eare ; 

I have breathed on the'teaj till its orb grew bright, 

As the diamond-drtjp in the realms of light. 

Question thy heart, hetth it e’e* confest 
A germ so pure, or a tear so blest ? ” • 

But the clock sljOck tvrttlve *rom the steeple gray. 

And he seized bis hour-glass And strode away; 

Yet his hand at parting I feared tff clasp, 

Por I saw the scythe in its earnest grasp. 

And read in thi; glance of his upward eye 
His secret league with Eternity. 

L. H. S. 


THE LAST BLOW. 

“ I i)ON'T..^e Janet Brown at all,” isaid Margery Carr le 
her husband, ad he sat liiiishitig his supjibr. ' “Sure, thin, 
what has she been tldljig to yf now ? *lt’s yourself and 
Janet that’s always Ipoking the wrong wjy at on* Jimother. 
Och! and its a rale pity flitlt /er lof should he so meat 
thegither; I think we had heticr lool^ out for another 
cottage, though, for my I never* see anything the 
matter with the hate Hiody ; she’s always mighty civil to 
me, and ngpody, "hairing yef»pff, seems’«to hav» an* evil 
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THB LAST BLOW. 


word to say of her.” “ Ah, there you are again, always 
taking her part;'you thin^.-he» perfect, no doubt, but 
she is preciously deceitful.’.’ “Is it I that think her 
perfectithen, honey! §nre,'any perfect woman-kind would 
be a rsCre wonder, uud^r the' blessed sun, too! I used to 
think thee hasi less, spots than the sun himself entirely, 
but I’ve blinked at/hat n6w, and am come to, surety, that 
no mortal woman, Sven in old Ireland, is perfect! But 
what has she done to thefc, avourneen ?” “ Done! why she 
insulted me’by giving Johnny a great 'piece of'cake, as if 
he hadn’t enough to eat at home. I watched for her when 
she came out to gather herbs in the garden ; and told her 
never to give my children meat again, and, in her way, slje 
said, ‘lie’s right welcome, pr/!tty boy.’” “She told me 
she would give me some, mammy, wh.en I saw her make 
it,” interrujpted Johnny, wljo had b/een listening. “ There 
now, honey, would ye*Jiave her break her word with the 
childer? ” “Ah, then, 1 don’t Want aSy of her favours for 
me or mine—^let her keep her cake; 1 should like to know 
how she can he' always^making cakes these times; but 
there, those who don’t care much about honesty, can get 
many things that others cannot.” “ Oeh, woman, and ye 
don’t mean to make the lidv body out 'a thief! Aisy, 
aisy, Mrs. Carr, honey, tliink of what ye’re saying.” “ Ah, 
yes, yon donjt know—l)iit is believing.” “Is it I 

don’t know, thin, avounieen’, what you sec ; no, indeed, thy 
eyes are bright enough, to look through a stone wall, 
w.ayhe ; and they looic now as if a man qould K'^ht a pipe at 
them; ’twas tlie.firight eyes that J couldn’t forget, do ye 
mind, Margery, honey, after I got a glint at them at poor 
Petty’s Traice.” ‘J Aye, aye, I can’t me 'through a wall, 
but F can see through a 'fence, ,and I’m pretty sharp at 
watching.” “ Tabe care, fivourncen, ye don’t get knocked 
down, when I’m,not there wfth>my shillelah to make them 
listen to reason; but'J guess Janet will tnock ye down, 
some day, herseli.” "Knofk me dtpvnj indeed! I should 
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like to see her at it, the sly, deceitful old cat.” " Aisy, 
aisy, don’t whirl a storip alAut my head; aisy, Margery 
dear, ye’ll be setting fire to the curtains with yer eyes, 
and knock me down entirely'with your ^ongue. I don’t 
mane that way, wotnaii darfiut, at alf; ,but like my father 
knocked down Jlilly Shaw, by serVin^* him a right good 
turn, for ill will.” “ Ah, there yoji are again, always 
taking that ’womai/s part; •! (jon’t^sce hut your home is 
as good as hers, aiy'how.” “ Is it a goodfiiome, avournecn, 
ye think of? Ah, thiji*if I coifld pop ye down by some of the 
homes by the bog, in old Ireland—thin, darlint,ye would hug 
yerself uj) here, in a house witli a ehimuey and a window, 
all entirely so comfortable. Why, the likes o’ this is only 

leen there for well-to-do folks, o’ the likes o’ Farmer 

• 

Lance, up yonder.” “ Ayoi aye, tliat’s all vei;y weh, Larry.” 
“ Don’t be vexed witli triffes, woman; as the Driest used to 
say, we tRake trouble for oiirselv^—where God makes 
sunshine, we will have a, cloud to see it through. Come, 
there’s the little darlints all asleep, barring Lizzie, and her 
eyes are as dazzling bright as her^motherV; sflre one needs 
less candle to live in the light o’ them ! ” “ Hark 1 hark 1” 
exclaimed Margery, “ 1 hear their garden gate again; 
no doubt ■ these is more game coming home there.” 
“Game! game I .woman—sure,’lirowu’s no poacher, or else 
bad luck to them all.” “ No, no,- Larry, I don’t mean that 
kind of game, b&t just sometlfiti^ to feed the* jiig, maybe, 
or a little matter of something else.” “ Do ye see any 
thing, thin, jlfirlint ? asked Chrr, as*his wife continued to 
gaze out of the -con’ier of the window. “ No, but 1 hear the 
door.” “Is it the doc*ye hcai*? well, Mn, sure*hc spal¬ 
peen may ope anjj shut the door without any li#^ going 
on; I thought tlie doors wTife made to’-ope and shut, in 
England ; maybe the other-side^ neighbour is wanting a ' 
helping hand, for I hc#r Janet is ^ways'doing a good turn » 
to that poor sick body. 'Come, avournecn, let us mind 
ourselves, and let bthers do ap%_rtiey likc< sure we Seu’t 
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CASE FOR THE OUTCASTS. 


made to ri^e their ways, and I don’t think they’ll be 
meddling with ours, anyhow * eonje, my good colleen, be 
aisy—sure ye may be as hapjjy here, as a cow in clover.” 


CAUE roll THE OUTCASTS.. 

•• • 

“ Grievous indeed uusl be thj burden that shall outweigh innocence 
and health ! ” 

Motiif-r, we have a word for your car! . We have long 
wished to write on the subject of the “ outcasts,” but the 
ground is so tender we have feared to tread on it, lest we 
should not step delicately enough to reach you in safety. 
The ct'e hjs now deepened the flnprcssions of the heart, 
and out of ifs fulness w'e must speak^. 

Did you ever thinki, with compassion of tha't class of 
voyagers on life's ocean who nrc without ^tiide or comi)ass, 
tossed about hither and thither on a rocky sliorc, with a 
storm ahead? 1‘hcy am sure to he wrecked very noon, 
unless a pilot arrives. Are you willing to lend a helping 
hand—to throw out a rope—(o lend a light? If so, you 
must begin at onre, or yon may be too late! Docs that 
mother say — “ It dojs not concern me; I have no 
daughters.” ^ Have you no sons ? ^Well, if you have 
neither sons nor daughters earth, do you not love mercy? 
Care you not for those, whp are going down to the- “ ])it,” 
crying, as they ])ass away, in their'bitterne.“s, “ A’b wan 
cared for my sasil!” Wo wish you could see what we 
have beheld, aud read wjiat.wo have studied, you would be 
rojiscd by'the thought that the world isvcontaminated— 
yes, every family,'more 6v Icss-^hy the evil around ns, 
which is destroying bodie., and souls. Yet we all fear to 
attack it. Wc have pa.sscd pn,. on the other side ! 

, We could some l^les unfold, but we aarc not, because 
our little messenger goes into the hands of 'thousands to 
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whom a thought impure may not be whispere^; but we 
want you, mothers, to search.Tor yourselves—to look right 
at the subject—to he interested in it, and to do quickly 
any little act of mercy within your power. While you 
ste|) softly, it must h’e firmly? if yoft would lend a §;uiding 
hand or speak a Vord of direction. ■' Some (Jf our readers 
are among the rich aiid noble of our J»ndthey, too^ may 
help by joining the various* commiftees of ladies, who, 
trending in the foot^te^is of the Sitviour, are found speaking 
peace to the weejjing Magdalcnes, who liave gladly 
returned to the forsaken path. 

Our jinge will meet some mother’s eye whose heart will 
throb with anguish in tise recollection of early hopes 
iSiglited, au<l lioinc-peacc destroyed, by the enemy we have 
resolved to meet, piher’mot^iers there are who are in 
danger of being sufl’ere^s, but tlicy may not no^ be*lieve it. 
To such w*e would offer a word ofi* caution. Watch the 
very first dowuwaj|d step of •your daughter’s life; yes, 

and your sou's life too. Check the first bold, forward look 

• • • 

ill your fair young danglitcr, ai»l rouse not the love of 
finery in (he heart of the embryo woman, lest she wish for 
means beyond her reach to gratify the taste, when you have 
lost the j)()wer tb check it. Ponder these thouglits, mother, 
until we send you more. Mater. 


•“ EVERY .HEAllT .KNQ^vVfiTII I'l'S OWN 
^Itterness.* 

How often does our hfai enly^Father s^ak to us by tlic 
angel of death; and how often*are the clouds of sorrow 
seen gathering ^ er .the mother’s hon^*! Soiflrt-imes <i 
lovely bnd is out down erij its jwtals ?.re unfolded, and its 
fragrauej; delights the beholder. "Eipmetiijies a deadly blight 
passes over the InmselTold jl*)w«r, just as itds bursting into 
beauty; and sometimes a desolating blaSt passes by, maj:iug 
he wliole gjp-den appqgr a wilderness—tlfe buds ‘*and.the 



10 ETBIY HEAKT KNOWETII ITS OWN BITTERNESS. 


full-blown flowers are laid fading together in the household 
grave. How often it happens; as we journey on in this 
vale of tears, that we are called to bid a sad farewell at the 
gate of the gravt' to thpse whom we might have expected 
would have closed mjr weary ejes in tJieir last long slnmber 1 
The King of Ilhaven issues forth his command, and youthful 
hcads^are laid Iciw in'tjie dust. 

At another time, vve weeji over the parents leai’iug their 
families desolate and alohe to struggle through the cold 
unfeeling world, weeping, as they travel onward, that they 
find so few who symj)athise with,the orphan. Again, the 
widow in her sable garments meets us in our path, clasping 
her fatherless children to her w'ounded heart, while she bids 
them remember Him who has, passed tlie dark valley, and 
directs th<?m to look up tp their falber’s God. “ You 
shall surely'see that beloved face pgain,” she exclaims; 
“ see that you are abls to meet him without shame at the 
judgment-seat of Christ.” Mothers, hOw are you training 
your children? How did you train those who are gone? 
You shall surely meet them again! 

“ They were —and, having been, they akk,— 

Earth hut contains their nioiddering dust; 

Their deathless spirits, npnr or far, 

With thine niustrise tp ine(^t tlie just. 

Thou know’st not but they hover near— 

Witness of everj' ShtS’et deed— 

Which, shunning human eye or ear, 

The spirits of the dha i maj lu'cd. 

It is a thought so dread—so liigh—, 

And one to wake a learful thrill, 

To thbk, while all.wlw live must die— 

The dead—THE nitAO abe iivino stixi- ! ” 

Some of us have watched .with deep and anxious solici¬ 
tude the blanched «heeks of those to whom our hearts were 
clinging, and listened with breathless attention to the failing 
, voice—and how did long to know more of the spirit-land, 
as^ they sailed Away from''‘our view over Jordan’s river. 
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How did we look, and weep, and tremble, aqd wonder! 

“ -Who stands beside the bed, 

Wliere rests the icy corps*; within its shroud, 

Nor feels a secret dread, . 

With which hiS soul ne’er to tHe living bowed !* 

The lowdiest son of earth— 

The veriest babe that death hath smitten down— 

Hath to a rtSilm gone, forth. 

To those who gaze upon the'm all unknown. 

An awful wy|tery, sealed* 

From their sad»eyes who weej) beside the bier, 

To t/tetn^hath been revealed. 

To their imprisoned souls made ])lain and clear.” 

And after we have gone to the gate of the city of souls, 
and as those we watched hav^entered in, how we turned back 
to our own earth to weep, cifclaimiug, “ EverydiearJ. knoweth 
its own bitterness.” The nioUier, who has hall an infant 
taken from her bosom, looks upon ug with streaming eyes, 
and says, “ See ny* sorrow,—if I had not lost my child at 
its most tender age, it would not have been so very dis¬ 
tressing!” Ah! “ Every heart knegws its own bitterness! ” 
Again, we look ujion the mother who follows tg) the grave 
the lisping child of three or four vears, and she tells us it 
is more painful to see the earth cast on such a bright 
young head—for she has more to remember than the 
mother who lost, the babe of a few mouths old—but 
" Every heart CnOws it»ovhi mttefness ! ” 

'Wo look again, and we see another, mother weeping over 
one who kne^ evil jiro'm good, and sh« in her anguish a.skS 
us,—“ Was mv child an accbutUable ben^ ? Oh! this it 
is that presses so heavily on my. heart; I am ‘not sure 
about his respog^ibility 9” “Everv heart kno#.<»its owju 
bitterness.” 

But yonder stands the mothci* yvho has laid one in the 
tomb who was accouuftiblt,’an*it who ^ncu? tjjc fact, and sho 
cannot remember"anything like such^ rfeuoted/j/e ai^ the 
Bible rgquirgs; although she im anxiety Tor the Afcty of 
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the soul an4 the salvation of others in the last hours of 
life, still she does not feel quite sure that all was right. 
She hopes—she must hope—Uut a doubt will arise—a cloud 
will hang over tlu grave till a^Il the dead shall arise, and as 
wo look' at her, we>say’,—” Every heart knoweth its own 
bitterness.” ‘ ' 

Then, again, jthe ‘nj.othcr who has, lost one of whose 
glorious state in immortality she has no doubt ; she, in her 
heart’s anguish, tells us Afcrs is the deepest sorrow, for she 
had most to lose ; one so good—so affictionatc—who had 
never caused her a monieut’s pain liy his soiiduet—might 
have been the stay of her weary, tottering steps as she went 
down the hill of life and bent over the tomb. Ah ! but 

I 

“ Every heart knows its own bi,ttern(j'ss.” 

If thera-is one sorrow nujre h’eaitreqding tlian another 
o look niion, it is the sorro\v of thgt mother who saw her 
child cut down in the midst of his sins, and who left her 
I'o scriptural hopii thatangelf^carried the,departing spirit to 
the bosom of Abraham. . She, like David, eselaims, “Oh! 
iT’.y son, mj' son, would that 1 had died for thee, that thou 
niightcst ltt.ve had a litth^ time to repent and seek thy 
thul.” We turn from the painful picture, exclaiming, 
-- “ Every heart knows its owp iiitterness.” ‘We sometimes, 
perhaps, feel inclined .to tlkiiik our own sorrow tlie most 
poittnant, but when we hear.and read of other sufferers in 

la ' . , ' V' I ‘ ' 

liiis tearful valley, we find we had formed a wrong estimate 
of our own trouble. Yet,,.we arg inclined to turn away and 
sfsy, “Ah! every hedrt kivows its own Ij'ttcrn^as.l” 


-SiJND.AY OCCUPATIONS..—Ifo. IV. 

O'uy present subject, dear frieijds, will be in the form of 
a question, whichf we rdcommend you to put .*o vour 
children, — “ If you miglrt. have *becn present at one 
scene mentioned in 'the Bible, which one would von have 
chosen ? ” No doubt yoli wilt .have vnri«;l answers. 
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according to the dispositions of your childr(|n. One, 
perhaps, will reply, — “ Dapiel in the lion’s den,” or 
” the three Jews in the fiery furnace; ” another,—“Peter 
in prison,” or “ Jesus in the garden o# Gethsemane.” 
They will then write those SnsweA in-their books; then 
find the passages, and read and talk'a little oVer them. 

Now, Christian napther, lead their, mind^ onward ; say 
to them,—“ Dear children, these scenes are passed away; 
I will tell you of.so^e yet^futftre, at which you and I 
• shall surely be present, whether we will or not.” Then 
picture to thciii^ by^ the pid of God’s word, some of the 
events Tuentioned in ))ro|)!iccy. Tell them of the opening 
graves—of the great white throne, and the assembled 
multitude—of the Lamb oii^Iount Zion, with Ilis blessed 
compauv—and the [larper? Iiarping with tlitir harps. Do 
not close your convcrsafioii wi^iout speaking persona/fy to 
your children. 

General instrucl^fln is •i'cry'»good, but sometimes let an 
alfectionalo ap|)eal be inside individually, thus,—“Anna, 
dearest, sb;dl yon sing the new song with yumr mother? ” 
“ Janies, niy boy. will there be a white roho/or you?” 
“ 1 hope niy little Ellen will have a golden harp too.” 
Pray with and fttr them sdso, iy the same manner. It may 
be that your boy will soon 4eavo»}our side;—you look 
anxiously, yet vainly, on into ^e,dark future, to see what 
lies before him, and which* way Ife will go. Let him 
carry away with him blcs^d api^ holy memories. Some¬ 
times, whpi'.^far ajvay from home iftid^ friends, let the 
pleasant exercises of the ford's day com^efore his mind, 
calm and peaceful, when, at evening, he bade his /nother 
“Good night!” ivith.his arm around hep neck—-^hen she 
pressed him yet more elosely*.to.’lier side, and whispered 
her blessing in tones so earnest Jhat he seems to hear 
them still. He will ndt bft ftie’first son win* has been thus 
kept from the paths bf the destroyer,’ Perhaps you /:an 
•remember sqjne sirailar.instancc*. I know one, at iSasti— 
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I» Ae of texnptction and awi^ from home— 
viwre aaxioBS hearts were biif^ for hits, and anxioos eyes 
eiAxqg in mlent night-rsaA memcHries came back to 
his faewt. md Aere iw stood’&nB, and now lives to testify 
to the ^kith as it is^in 7eBU8,*and to proclaim it to othm. 
Were yen to Ak him w'hat kejrt him from the forbidden 
patbs^ he would^teU lyou, as he once t^ me,-—that it was 
jsat the thoBglrts and remembrances which be had of his 
home. Tes, and I saw w^ten in his Bible, by his 
mother’s hand, these beantiM rmes 

"Bemember, love, who'gave thee’tbis, 

When other days shall come ; 

Wb«B she, who had thy earliest kiss, 

Sleeps in her nsirpw home. 

( Bemember’t was a mother gave 
'' The gift to one she’d die to save.” 

r I. t * 

I think I have seen them in the Mothers’ Friend. Mothw, 
c^y them in the Bibles of ]^nr Sons ahd daughters. 

Oi^rd. . - ^ Maet. 


A PRIMITIVE CHURCH. 

VAHILV WORSHIP. . 

In the autumn of 18,4 — yre found ourselves suddenly 
located on the margin of -one of Scotland’s loveliest lakes. 
Our doimcile consisted df-tbur i^ms, thro of which wa 
occupied, and two omr hosts; it was situated inn pretty 
little garden, directfy opposite that’ object^i^ universal 
admiration—the^ magnificent- Ben Lomond. The quiet, 
the beauty, the ^tandem bf the sCeim around was so ia 
ooBtraatVith what we had left behind, aqd. withal, was so 
in uuisou with aU^ the s^nsjbiuties of our heart, that we 
were ^fy overcoyse, and sat down like the prophet, aa 
astonished: we i^iud not.move; but kept gazing and 
, gazing ^ twilight cr^t slowlyb over the scene and 
graddatt^ wrapt-Ae whote in a misty odtiine. 



JL kimmea. > If 

At moment a gentle ti^ wu tteard door, and 
we were informed our tea *wae ready baid#. Aa^we 
descended, ererything struclt as as imw;—the BU'roW 
staircase—the white^washed. walls—the fttdi of '^e door 
—the small room—the little win^Wr-tdie flowers, and 
who has not been delisted to sanff the tweet pei^une of 
ntturefs own, in similar circumstan;&! /Then ti>e«littlii 
round table with pillar and ‘claws—tlje tiny tea-cnps 
withont handles—th%bomerina(& bread—th&. sweet ire^ 
batter, with the ddlidons twang of salt, and the pare 
infusion of the tastem plant mixed with yonr troe, real, 
and genuine milk from the cow I —who eonld help being 
Ipcppy ? We were thoroughly so, and disposed to hold no 
fellowship with the man whose sonl was ncA tuned to 
enjoy it altogether. • 

As nigh^ drew on we*began to rummate*i» to the course 
we onght to pnrsue as Christums.* We admitted the 
dnty, and at home enjoyed the privilege, of flunify 
Worship: but what was to be done here ?.. It was not ear 
house; we were not master. HSre we seemed to paos^ 
nor could we get comfortably any further; but, after a 
little musing, we arose and went to the door and called onr 
hostess—for you must know,* gentle reader, this sweet 
cottage was guiltless of the ocbomm'odation of beUsI—Bat 
she came at tb& and a^tefy;«%ht pause, we said we 
were in the habit of calling our &mily together, morning 
and evening, to* ackno^rledge the agoadneBs imd mwey o^ 
God, and woifimit .nurselves Jo ds care and protection 
—“ It had occurred to ^si now that we aaf ftir aw%y from 
those dear to ns, you and yonr husband m^t^possibly 
like to come in d6d jbin'ns.»| si^h a d^ightful exereige j 
go and consult him.” 

She soon returned jdth jiei hdbinmdi We motkmed 
them to sit down^and^ then'safd,—“ 1'oa Inow We have 
been memifully preserved throji^k n Ibngajeonmy^ ybur 
dwelling'has bben kepbaafely; you are both in he^th attd 
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Btrengtli; lit ns, therefore, ^less and praise His name 
together, and thus manifest our gratitude. We must all 
soon appear before the judgment-seat of Christ, and must 
there gijre an acdount.of every,day’s work : there will be 
strange things seen 9 P that day. We will read the 103rd 
Psalm, and then unite in solemn prayer and'praise to God. 
We are in the habit of ..telling our people at home, it is not 
enough that they listen to "the prayers of others, because 
they may do that and be thinking of something else;—they 
must pray for themselves, by stirring up their own hearts 
and lifting up their souls to God; now, will you join with 
us ? Perhaps it is a new thing with you, and you hardly 
know how to set about it. We greatly fear spiritual 
worship is a new thing to many. We must first try to 
realise the great fact —Grd is here '—and He is the 
hearer and the answerer of player. If we are impressed by 
these thoughts we shail be solemn and sincere; nor shall 
we go to sleep as some do! We must, f®el sure He will 
answer us if we ask in faith. If you say you have no 
faith, then ask for it; for faith is the gift of God. ‘ Lord, 
help us to believe.’ Faith is believing: we will try to 
explain this to you. A gentleman met two little beggars 
in the street, who asked him to, bestow his charity; he 
said he had nothing with him to give, but if they would 
call at his house the next he world give them some¬ 
thing. Accordingly, the little girl presented herself at 
the gentleman’s door, who at once asked for her ’brother, 
—‘ O sir,’ she said,*’ ‘ he" did not believe j^Uj.and would 
not come.’ Thf, little girl believed, or had faith, went, 
and had the promised favour. The little boy did not 
belieTe,'‘or had nht faith, tl^yrefore would not go, and lost 
the gift. Now, then, if you.please, we will read the 
psalm, and you %ill^n«t‘ forget the silent inward prayer, 
‘ Imrd, help nte to believe.' ” 

More to come.- 


M. B. 
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SONG OF A PASSING -SPIRIT ENTERING THE 
“SHIP OF. DEATH.” 

With solemn tread,' 

We drcjr near a bed, 

At the close of day. 

Where a maiden lay. 

With heavenly light her eye grew bright. 

As her song began. 

Thus the nujMers ran:— 

“ I am passi^, my sister, through death’s troubled sea. 
But my home in the fiistance looks bright; 

Salvation for ever—salvation for me— 

In a mansion where enters no night. 

I am passing, my si^er! the Pilot is near, 

To conduct m^safe oyer thp wave— 

The tempest is hushed—I g(^ without fear. 

With Him who is mighty to savg. 

“ I am passing,#fiy mother !*my circuit is run. 

Life’s brief day of anguish is o’er; 

I go to the home our loved onesdiave won— 

Salvation for me, evermore! 

I am passing, my mother! safe over the flood. 

Thus early^ I sail from thy view. 

Salvation for me has hattn purchased with blood— 

All is joy, save the partin|; front you. 

“ One kiss—•IBe sfiip’synovin^ *my sister, farewell, 

Tlje chill waters are touching my feet ; 

Weep not, irfy ownjnotUfer—with m^it is well. 

In HeaCen again we shall mdet. 

I joyfully enter the Jordan’s dtmk sea. 

For it leads to my tiome in the sky : 

Salvation for ^ver!, Be Jesus with thee, • 

My mother—my sister—ghoc^-bye.” 

heard the last. 

As the Death Ship ^aat; . 

But as sh<? weitt. 

The heaven*Beemed rent*,,' 

By the a^el throng 'hs they rushed along. 
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We gazed to see the ship’s cflmpany. 

And list to their perfect minstreby. 

The hope was vain— 

To earth again, 

By ^e maiden’s bed Ve wept the dead; 

In beauty lay 
The silent clav, 

Awaiting the-great^thering day. 

THE SISTER’S PAGE. 

We cannot send forth our little messenger this new 
year, dear young friends, without a page especially for 
you. We know that many of your number hail our little 
Magazine with pleasure, and many #in eye, sparkling with 
health and yigour, will gla.ice aver this first number to 
look for “ Something for ths-Young.” We hope you will 
read to the end of our paper, before the youthful heart will 
be allowed to bound away after things Wild and rare, which 
imagination will ilress up in holiday garb. Yes, we know 
all about it; our heart has not grown old yet! 

But now tell us,—^Did it ever enter into that warm 
heart of yours, that before another new year’s day the 
bright eye may be closed ki deqth; and the active feet, 
having run their shprt 'race, may be stretched out in the 
family vault? Yet so^it pny be. Yes*with tou ! We 
could tell you of one particularly, one of your number, 
^pho was as likely to live->last new. year’s-day as you are 
now,—but her pilgrimage is ended, and hei sun is gone 
down, eyen in tlie morning of lif^l But she had given 
the dew ^f her youth to the Saviour, and she could say, 
“ t 9 me to live is Chrjst, ,^acd to die is gain.” Death 
came to her, not as an unwelcome intruder, but as a friend 
to usher her into the ipieseqce^chamber of the great King. 
She could sing— ,, 

“ Iteath is thz gate to endlew joy. 

And I am entering thero.” 
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And when she hesrd the tery. " Behold the*Brid^room 
cometh! ” she had only to lirise, fbr her lamp was trimmed 
and burning brightly. A sister stood by, with her finger 
on the feeble pulse, when>fhe dyiig eye gathered bright¬ 
ness, and, call^pg her by name, sl^ eftslaiippd with ecstasy, 
“ Salvation for ever! through the blood of the Lamb! ” 
then composing hefself, like an infafit goidg to sleeff on its 
mother’s bosom, she went up tojoin th&redeemed in their 
home of joy andlo^. 

Say, should the Bridegroom call for you this year, will 
yon be thus ready? We will give you, as a contrast to 
this happy death, the sad ending of one of whom we have 
■been reading, who was obliged to enter the spirit-world 
tremblingly anxious, hsst. Ife should not ojly step in the 
dark but into the ‘dark.* In \he vigour of he was 

thrown from a vehidd and dreadfully injured. When the 
medical man cara^ his ,first^ question was, “ Sir, must I 
die? Deceive nffe not in this!” He was told that he 
could not live half-an-hour. Oh, how he at once awoke 
to a full sense of the dreadful reality! “Must I then go 
into eternity in an hour! ” he exclaimed. “ Must I appear 
before my-Go^and Judge in an hour! Oh, I have made 
no preparation for thiss event. I knew that some were 
cut off thus suddenly, but t never expected to be one of 
the number; ai«J nhw, what sBmll I do to be Saved? ” He 
was told of Jesus; but he replied, “How can I repent 
and believe. "There, is ho tlttft to, explain the matter; 
death will not waif for explanation! ” Ihus was the whole 
business of life crowded into "one shoW hour, and that 
hour was one of agony and distraction. He^c^tiau^ 
this cry of “ Wibat shaU 1 fk> to be saved ? ” till, in.^ess 
than an hour, his voice Vas lyished jn the stilinEsk of 
death! * 

Dear young fiiend^, which death weuld you die ? Bear ^ 
in mind, you mus* live the you* wofiid die the death 

of the rightl!eous. 
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FRAGMENTS f OR ^FARE MOMENTS. 

“DEAK mb! -IT IS OONE, THAT IT is!” 

« 

Yes^ another‘yeaii of your^, short life has fled, but its 
works are all reco^^ed 4n a hook, whose pages never wax 
old; and when all the monuments of marble and tablets of 
btasa and steel shall become illegible, or wasted away by the 
erosion of time, , the record in that book will be as fresh as 
it is this morning! 

EXAMPLE. 

One watch set right will do„to set many by; but one 
that goes wrong may mislead a whole neighbourhood! 
Mother, how many are going right by your example ? 

"a BBIGHTBE DAT TO-MOEIiO’Sr MAY SHINE UPON US ALL.” 

Thefe i- no day so lon^ and bright that clouds do not 
sail by and cast their shadows, out the sun is behind 
them. 

LOOK uK 
• If ever life shall seem 
To thee a toilsome way, 

And gladness cease to beam 
Upon its clouded day; 

If, like the wearied dove, 

O’er shoreless ocean driven, ' 

Raise thou thine„eye Shove, 

There’s rest fo"r thee in heaven! 


NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

OreehLemet. London: BSmSUton and Co.; Glasgow; Maclehose. 

A book full of thoughts on interesting subjects. ,We recommend 
it to our young fijpnds. 

Simple l^oeme, by Anna Potts. Cambridge University Press. 

A dteay book, suitable for the cottage and Sunday-school reading. 
Tte Dap Star. London: Ward and Co. 

A-’magazine of usefol thou|hts and anecdotes on religion. 

Religion for Yonng.Men. “ 

A cheap and vary valuable little present for our sons. 

The Scholar’s Friend. 

A cheap and'fnteresting'li'Ce serial for Children. By one who 
loves the “ little ones.’’ • 





THE LAST BJ.OW.—No. II. 

• 

As Ja»et Brown was weeiiljng h« little garden ofle morn¬ 
ing, she turned,round at the souriU oT'carriage wheels and 
“ Halloo, there!” Close to the gate ^he saw, with dismay, 
little Johnny Carr jflst under the hor^ies’ feet. The fender- 
hearted woman sprang over the jail, and "dragged the infant 
boy towards her, JuSfc in time to save his life, out not with¬ 
out a severe blow and injury to both. Margery Carr ran 
to her door on bearing the scream, and, half frantic with 
terror, she called out, “ My boy ! my boy !” and dragged 
the little fellow bleeding from Janet’s arms. The gentle¬ 
man pulled up, and addressfng Margery said—“You may 
thank this good wohian for sai^ng your child’s life, at the 
risk of heiiown, and I ’Rill tak? care ^he is hot unrewarded.” 
He then rode down to the linage, and ordered the doctor 
to attend both to #anet and the child. 

Janet Brown was, indeed, more^severely injiftcd than she 
had in her terror imagined, the wheel having passed over 
the side of her hand. The huraatie gentleman, giving his 
address to the medical man, and saying something to Janet 
in a low voice, left tli* villSge; Mrs. Brown had fol¬ 
lowed Margery into her house and helped her to undress 
her little suffering b6y, forgptlshg* her own pdin, when the 
doctor addressed her—“Come, Mrs. Brown,” he said, 

" now let me s6e what I eSn dd fiSr y(^u; untie your aproa 
from the wnonnded hand.” On Jier opening the bandage the 
blood flowed profusely,* and poor woll.mVh 

fainting. 

“Ob, don’t ^e, don’t die/’ ^aid poor little. Jollify, 
looking at the pale face of his friend. “You are so kiHfl to 
me,Mrs.dBrown, don’t jjie!’’-j—‘,‘Ah"’«aid’the doctor, “chil- < 
dren and dogs, thfy sgy, soon Kke goed-tempered people. 

I suppose this is a,pet of youts, Mrs.’Brct#rn.” Margery 
hit her 'lip, mid drew little Johnny into her expanded lap. 

VOL. VI. ' C ,■ 
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THE LASxfBLOW. 

“ He is a nice little fellow,” sS,id Janet, “ and my cliildrcu 
are very fond of him ; I pity the woman who can be un¬ 
kind to little chiklrcn.” Janet then returned to her own 
cottage, and was obliged to keop very' quiet all the rest of 
the day. 

When little Mary Brown came home from school, she ran 
into Mrs. Carr’s to aslt foy Johnny. lie was in bed, and 
Mary drew near the fire on whichyras a pot boiling, talking to 
Mrs. Carr about the accident. Turnin^y'ound, with a pair of 
black hands, and looking very cross, Margery took the neat 
little girl roughly up, and placed her in t£e middle of the 
room, saying—“ There, don’t come here, peeping about, 
with your excuses and your prim clothes.” The terrific'’ 
child looked d,')Wt\ upon her blackenbd frock, ami burst into 
tears, saying—“ I only canie to ask if mother can do any 
thing for little Johnny,, and she is vfery b.ad herself—she is ' 
Only she told me to come—I am siire I don’t fieep—I 
didn’t do any thing—Oh, dear, my nidi' clean frock is so 
dirty!” •• 

Just thc,u IjArry Carr came in exclaiming—“ Oh, m\'— 
my—why, tliin, where’s my darlint boy ? I have onlv ji.st 
heard tell about it,'for I’ve been a long way f>ff to work to¬ 
day—aviek, tbin, this is fading ft’om sunbeams into moon¬ 
beams entirely', avourneen—where is lie?” “Upstairs,” 
replied bis wife, “but.be q'liiet, for tlie poor little heart is 
just gone to sleep.” “So I hear Janet saved his lifel the 
Lind body! Think q’theMikes o’thatytoo ! She’s tlmpink of 
the country for a Neighbour, and takes the shkie out o’raany 
for kindness!” “‘•There—^tliere—‘that’s enough about her,” 
said Margery, jiettishly, “ I suppose anybody would have 
done the same, if they hod •-been near' enough to save 
a littfe mnoceut,’’ “Ah, may be they would—and may be 
they wouldn't,” rejoined Ls^y, “ for sad’s the v^orld now- 
a-days, and sofra a pratee ‘ so’ine’ll give |Jie poor childer to 
keep tliB breatVin t'nectjletins.” 

As Irawy descended the stairs, after looking at his boy,' 
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he stepped towards the doov and opened it to admit Janet, 
who had with difficulty walked in to inquire for the child. 
“Ah, thin,” said Larry, offering his Band to Jhe kind 
woman, “ we have to thank yon qntineiy for the life being 
kept in onr Jolmny. Sure, the heavens never shone' on a 
kindlier ereatnre !—.it’s yellow gold »Aat ye’re worth fora 
neighbour !” “ Don’t say a word about anything I have 

done, Mr. (larr—i flply didjny duty; and thardcful 1 am to 
our bcnvcnly Fatlief that I was in time to drag the dear little 
fellow from his death—but how i.s he ?” “Ah, thin,” said 
Larry, brnsliing a tear from his eye with his rough hand. 
I’m tiiinking we’ll have to watch the colleen all night 
entirely, for it’s red liqt hois, too, and don’t breathe well, 
the darlinf.” . ’ , * •, 

“It is a great merej: we arf both alive,” conlinued Mrs. 
Brown, “onr troubles might alwaysdjc worse than they arc. 
The kind gentlcijan gave nfc hnlf-a-sovereign to pay for 
anything I may need, and to get a little help.till my hand 
is well; so you must allow me to give half for little Johnny, 
and I will come in again before I go to bed. I*cannot well 
stay now, as I am expecting my brother.” “ Sec that now,” 
said Larry, “ the blessed sup shine on ye now and for 
evermore!” The warm-heasted man looked after Janet 
with gratitude beaming in his. coimfeuance js she left the 
house. “ Aye, aye,” vvhisifercJ Marger)% “ expecting her 
brother —aivLshe may c^yrcct J;o^be watched, too.” “ Sure 
thill, hoi\ey,” said her husbantk “ vAio^has a Letter rigilt 
to call at her house thin.hcr owii born bredher ?” 

MATERNAL. A SSOCIATIONS. 

• • 

To our numerous Friends'who hfive written to us o^T this 
subjict. • 

We are often asked—“ What arc Maternal Associations ? 

.—What use are they? and,.^IJow mus'k we begin and 
conduct theta?” We*will answer in a few words. They 
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are meetings where mothers learn together the best mode 
of training their children for this world and the next. 
Where ipothers iI^lplore Divine blessings on themselves and 
their families, and, ^i^bor;e all, ■Jrhen the’ members assemble, 
it is found to be a plaOe where Jesus condescends to meet 
with them and to vouchsafe Ilis rich blessing. 

At these meetings the ladies who conduct them bring 
the thoughts and experience ^of oth;‘7S, as well as their 
own ; so that the poor mother, who has little time for 
reading, and little opportunity of gaining hnowledge as to 
the importance of her position and her duties, may here 
learn more in an hour than she would got elsewhere in a 
week. 

We should hke to write a long paper on the usefulness 
of Maternal Associations to mothers and families, but 
we must hasten to spedc of the mode of conducliug them, 
to aid those for whom we now more <{)articularly took up 
our pen. 

We will suppose a neighbourhood where none has been 
established*. Two or three friends would unite in visiting 
and inviting all the mothers within their reach, of all deno¬ 
minations, to meet with them at a place-which had been 
previously selected, leeving at e!»ch house a little paper 
written for the purpose,' called “ A Friendly Invitation to 
the Maternal Meeting, by Ann Jane,” which may be 
obtained, with The Mothers' Friend, at, a very cheap 
fhte, by the hundred. The time of meeting would be 
suited to the locality, either fifternoou or evening. 

Most ladies like their pastor to commence the meeting, 
by singing, reading the Scriptures, and prayer. He would 
then leave. After which, a ftiother would read for half an 
hour on mothers’ ^ duties, responsibilities, encouragements, 
or any suitable.subjecli previhuSl} chosen. (If at a loss for 
reading, “ The Mothers’ Alonitor” is ready prepared for 
her wifh twelvtS'readings*’:., & cheap volume by Ann Jane, 
and may be obtained from any' b&okseller, with The 
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Mothers’ Friend.) Then pinging, and prayer by a mother 
previously engaged to help; then another reading; and 
conclude with singing and another ^liort* prayer. , (A very 
cheap Hymn-book Is also jirepare^, bj^nn Jane, for these 
meetings.) • 

This is the usi^al mode among, thousands of mothers, 
but ill some cases it has been found desirable to have only 
one reading, anck Hjje whole cdnducted by one lady, with 
one friend only to take a prayer. Others have various 
small district meetings, assembling in various places at the 
same time ; and in towns and cities this has been found to 
meet the convenience of poor mothers. Some prefer giving 
*out a subject at one meetings and reading on it at the next. 
Some like a set of .rules, and ^ book to entbr tlse.names of 
mothers and children.^ Of cojirsc, these minor things must 
be left to the wisdom of the friends who conduct the 
meetings. We (DeV.) give the rules next month, for 
those who like to use them ; then each mother may read 
them for herself in The Mothers’tFriend. 

Again we would mention, for the help of those who are 
about to commence this good work, 

“ The Friendly Invitation to the Maternal Meeting 

“ The Mothers’ Monitor,’I for reading at these meetings j 
and , . 

The little “ ifymn B«ok*for TVIothers 
• All by Aqn Jane, and m^ be obtained with The 
Mothers’ Friend. 

We have so’rne interesting rcfpqrts of Maternal Associations 
to appear in the next two or three numbers of the Mothers’ 
Friend. 

LETTERS FROM THE NJJRSBRY.—No. I. 

To the Editor of Mothers' Friend.” 

* f % 

Dear Madam, —f am one of the .mothers who .’•ead and* 
have been helped your little ^{jlication,a%d I thinU I might 
be able sometimes toVelp others, by telling them of my own 
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difficulties, Hud cxiicriencc. and failures. Much of what I have 
to say will he connected with a little boy, about three years of 
age. I had to brisg up my child “by hand,” so that a few 
hints to mothers thus circuiustanot“il may be of use. 

At first I had. souii hifllfiuities; for iiLstauce,^how to keep the 
food warm all night. 1 had no imr.'e for my child after he was 
a montli old, and'as I Jitid read that a very young infant ought 
not to be exposed to severe •temperature, I kept up a fire the 
earlier part of the night, bift after a liitljrrti'iie I keptsthe food 
warm by putting a portion of it'in a bottle in the bed. This 
food, at first, was milk and water ; ns he grew a little older, I 
tried several things which were rcconlincnded to me, hut nothing 
agreed so well as sago, boiling it w Itii water ami mixing it, kIich 
quite hot, with an equal quantity of new milk. After he begun 
to take this, he soon grew plniiq>, and was more happy ajul 
trampiil. <Tliis'food ho continued fill he vvas two years and a 
half old. 

1 I’eeoived much adviqp, of eourte, about giving him meal and 
broth, and so on; hut onr medieal man often said he did not 
know such a thriving child in all ids praet'iio, and this he attri¬ 
buted cliiefl}' to bis food. In the summer, be- bad strawberries 
and raspberries, but no otOier i'ruit Imt baked apples. When 
I hav(! pero. ived any do-angemeiit of liis health, such as fever, 
waking up witii crying, or colds. 1 iiave generally given liim a 
teaspooni’ul of castor oil in breavu sugar-; aftej; whieli lie would 
almost immediately lie down to sleejrj and perhaps awake well. 

He has sonietiine.s suflercd from severe colds on tlie clicst, 
when I have found it very.,lamelicial to use the castor oil 
fxlernalbj as well as internally, rubbing the throat, cliest, and 
back with it, and always with in-arked success. I still give liim 
t'.try little animal food, witli potatoes and gravt’, or a plain rice 
pudding. 

As soon ae iny^w’je coaid u.s<; his limbs, I tried to accu.stom 
him to lie on a shawl on the floor, w here he soon began to 
cfawl aboiit vigonftisly, and to crawl up staij-s. In this way 
hisdiinbs grew strong, and from early use he lias scarcely ever 
fallen down the stairs, or-in anyway been injured, as manj- 
cliildren ore -who are milJc too dependasit on the care of otliers. 

If agreetibl^ I hopa soon to resume in.y sulyect. 

1 remain, yours faithfully, 

Hannah. 
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CARE FOR THE. OUTCASTS.—No. 11. 

“ Grievous indeed must be the burden that shall outweigh innocence 
and health! ”, 

. \ 

Motiiebs ! have you pondered, anjiist the world’s busi¬ 
ness, over our last paper on this subject? Then again 
listen. It is with yon, mothers, to m&ke a happy home for 
your children, so that tliey bare not to seek a place of 
comfort or of refe^ among strangers. Wc lately went to 
lohk uj)ou a groujt of these homeless outcasts, for whom 
wo would plead. It was^ n most touching sight to behold! 
Youth and energy, and, in some cases, beauty, brought so 
^low by the snares of the world and the dcccilfuhiess of the 
human heart! And ,whih>we rejoiced to sec n few who 
were wiiiing to return to the ygitlis of rectitude, Jlys thought 
tiiiii thous.'inds arc s^ll rushing into open graves, by the 
error of their ways, while scnreely one Christian woman 
is I'oiu'.ii stoppin.!^out of'her'juith to speak a warning word 
to tlii'ii!, nerved us to the resolution of writjng a page or 
two Oil tlic subject. 

It ii a melauelioly fact, but it is a fact,—that four years 
is the longest ))erio(l these poor outcasts arc likely to live! 
And then,— oh, what then?. The iw.rfiil erv is heard,— 
often heard,—“• 1 am going down to darkness and eternal 
death, but uonc^wiyued me o£ ri^ danger ! ’^ M'orJs these, 
that we would have wng in evdVy careless mother’s ear, 
and every wan,deriug, sclf-will^’d^daughter, till they awaken 
to a sens.e of duty. * * 

We said, it is 'with mothers to make,happy homes for 
their families, and thus prevent wandenng and'crime. We 
said, too, that ye had lately looked upon a gro«p of these 
poor outcasts, in an asylum pj-ejjared for them by Christian 
philanthropy. Wliile we looked upon tliose youthfuTcoun- 
tenance^ and saw tlie falliaj^ tear, ^s vve yead to them of 
the sympathy <Jf Jesus, we felt au^ous to ascertain tha 
Mnd ^ homes aild the Mnd ^ Mothers *Siese Mlgdalenes 
c 2 
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liad been trained by. Alas ! 'the tale was very sad! Out 
of the whole group there were' only two who had mothers 
living; and these mothers were anything but what they 
ought to have been ! ' ^pur wgre orphans! The rest had 
step-mothers!. But we. found, when the bare mention of 
a mother’s name was made—even of a dead mother—that a 
chord Vas touch§d in-the hearts of these fallen ones, which 
vibrated for a very long time. 

This gives us hope in our work. Ait, 'who can say what 
heart-thrilling recollections the name of mother brought 
of home and early happiness, and-joy and innocence? and, 
to most of them, how fearful would be the contrast! Again 
we rest our pen. Mother! push not away the subject; still 
ponder. ’ Maxer. 


A PRIMITIVE CHUECH.-^No. 11. 

We left our readers last month, with candle in hand, 
turning our steps to bed,"on the evening of our arrival at 
the pretty cottage on the margin of Loch Lomond. Our 
domicile, as we said before, was small and plain; the door 
at the foot of the stairs was whitewashed, and opened by a 
wooden latch with a string. - The staircase was garnished 
with bundles of herbs hinigjip to dry." The bed was small, 
but beautifully clean; we had tA‘o chairs, with wooden 
bottoms; a chest of drawers, rather ricketty, but which 
could boast pretensions to have seen better days; and a 
wash-hand stand, ,'phich ii? reality was a board, sujiportcd 
by two legs or sticks, and fastened to the wall by hinges; 
but on it Vas a pitcher of beautifully soft, clear water,—a 
Inxh'ty not always found in larger and grander houses. On 
the drawers was a ^Small sijnare looking-glass, whose angle 
of vision had to be adjusted“by a bit of paper thrust be¬ 
tween the frame of the glass and the standard. It had 
some day met with a sad accident, for a piece was missing 
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in one corner, and an oblique crack ran across it. Not¬ 
withstanding these things 'were somewhat strange to us, 
we were unaccountably happy'; and bejpg weary, we slept 
well. Then the solemn stillness^ so unlike the n*oise and 
rattle of our crowded cities, helpeS- u4 lo a good night. 

We awoke early to behold the glorious sun peeping in at 
our casement window. The great tfen Lomond looming in 
the distance, and ^e lovely Lpch, with its many islands, 
stretched to the rigK and left. The language of the inspired 
Psalmist was stirring in our hearts, and found utterance 
from our lips, as we ackiibwledged the mercies by which we 
were surrounded, “Bless the Lord, O my soul!” How 
inexpressibly sweet it is to go forth to the duties or the 
pleasures of the day ‘uude^ so Divine a gjiidapce, feeling 
every step you take you are* under His care v^o never 
slumbers, or sleeps, afid whd constantly 'watches over j’ou 
to do you good, while the heart bursts forth in humble 
confidence, and efies, “ My Father and my God.” 

Our breakfast was now ready in'the iittic" parlour, and 
the table was comfortably though homely sgread. We 
had no disposition to be cajitions, being in that state of 
mind which diyroscs a man to be pleased with every thing; 
nothing seemed a diffiaulty,—nothing came wrong; we 
took everything bj' the ngfit handle;—we were happy— 
others seemed diaflpy,—aydf'eenjehow or bther, matters 
went on delightfully, ^here must have been a cause for 
this. Our po6r ja(l<vl spirits had just slipt from the collar 
of perpetual .excitement and .anx'iety, wlren we thus found 
ourselves suddenly in the midst S)f Bome«i*N'atafe'.s greatest 
beauties; all was new and untried, and poor human nature 
was herself agafir. 

Our landlady now cam# to'rehiove the breakfast tbkigs ; 
and, on* inquiry as to the .bqpt ctmjse Jbr a day’s ramble,, 
we were led to pjnder on the Ascent pf Bfeu Lomond,—a 
day’s fishing on ^le Loch,—^a ijalk through the. Pass of 
* Glencfoe,—or a qqieb stroll 6y the Loch before us ; we 
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determined to take the latter, es|)pcially as we understood the 
Kirk was in that direction ; alid, this being Saturday, we 
were anxious to in^ke sure of that locality, in order to know 
the exact? time it wonltf teke us, to walk the next day ; for 
we always feel, a sblemft obligation to be in time at the 
house of God. 

We ‘remember onoo' being at llrighiou, in the time of 
William the Fourth, wbep the public were admitted to 
the Royal Clinpcl by tickets, uud if''die holder was not 
there before the service began, the door was shut, and he 
was excluded. This reminded tis of tliat awful scene 
described by our Lord, in Luke xiii. ‘IH —30, when the 
door will be shut to all who are not ro.ady to go in to the 
marriage supper of the Tjamb. 

We started,—taking the load that skirted tlie margin of 
the Loch, soon jiassed the iiiii at Tuihcnt, and, turning to 
the light, wo suddenly came iijioii a most antiquated build¬ 
ing, and exclaimed witii surprise, “ M'lia- can this possibly 
be ? ” Upon a close • examination, we found it was the 
Kii’k, “ Well,” said we, “ this is a Primitive Church 
indeed.” But, as we have more to say of it in connexion 
with the coming Lord’s day. we shall take leave of our 
readers, and pursue our walk, hoping to meet again. 

M. B. 

THE NEGRO MOTHER. 

“The miserable past was forgotten, ao she looked for the liappier 
j ' future.” 

At a time whcn^,“ almost all the world” is reading and 
feeling interested in “ Uncle Tom” and his sable race, we 
thought it would' be acceptable to some of our young 
readers to peruse a short hirf-ative of facts which liappened 
among our private ^friend^; as it relates to some qf those 
unfortunates beings who ha'Jipen td have a little darker 
skin than their brethren. Before tiur'beloved country 
threw oil’ the dreadful stigW of holding its fellow-creatures • 
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in bond.ige, a gentleman we!it into a slave-market to make 
his purchases. There were seen fathers, mothers, and 
children, all chained together like cattle^ Many of them 
had been torn from, their own smjny land, far a^vay, and 
now they were to weep out a painful lifS of slavery ! 

Fearful were the cries and earnest ^the entreaties of the 
]>oor creatures, as they were torn Tkom ^ear relatives to 
serve different masters, and separated from each other, in 
most eases, for "e^r. With bowed bead and bursting 
heart, the mother was seen in the long train of one planter, 
while her iufanf boy, sent to a distant place, wept in vain 
I'or its mother’s love and tenderness; and tlie husband 
#Aid father, in heavy chains, was dragged, heart-broken, far 
away from all that ma»le lifB dear to him! 

Our friend was, however,* more tender-hearted than 
many wh} engaged in4his dreadful traffit, and he, there¬ 
fore, selected for his slaves those wlio wei'e related to each 
other; and, aniong'othcrs, he purchased Sam, Judith, and 
their infant boy. Not long after this geatlemau became a 
slaveholder, he took his lady one* day to hear a missionary 
))reach in the Court-house. The subject was the judg¬ 
ment-day, and the account we must all give for the acts 
committed on earth. Fsom this time, Mr. and Mrs. Dare’s 
views were entirely changed*—“all things became new;” 
and they resolved to bave^ ti«vn sjaves instmeted, then to 
give them their freedou% and return to England, Many 
tears fell over* sable,cheoks wh*n this arrangement was 
made known,on the plantation,‘for Ulackfaces have loving 
hearts when kindly treated. 

After giving the freedom promised to the slaves, and 
commending them to the /;|ire^ of the* good missionary, 
Mr. and Mrs. Dare prepased for returning to their motive 
country. One morning, Judith was jcciJ hastening towards, 
Mrs. Dare’s house wiTli fiei* infant bpy hr her arms, and, 
entering the room wKere her kind mistress was sitting, she' 
• exclaimed—“ Missus, .me com?-to give you my piccaninny 
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to take to white man’s land. ‘ Xook, he prett}' baby ! you 
tell him ’bout great God up ‘ sky. Me know you kind ; 
me know you gpod ; me no ’fraid to give him to you;— 
takehiifll” Mrs. Dar« was greatly .surprised, and said, 
“No, Judith,-no;"! cannot take your little one, on any 
account.” But Judith became more earnest still, saying, 
“Do, do, missus, take him—me tell youwliy. Me saw 
piccaninny of slare motlier down plantation; white man 
make him work too hard, for him sieft ; but white man no 
care for him sick; he flog him with great whip! Poor 
little one cry ! White man no care for him cry, only flog 
more for cry.” “Ah, but Judith,” replied the lady, “you 
and Sam are free ; you can both work for yourselves now.’‘' 
“ Iss, missus, me know; but Sam die—death come to 
Judith too !■> Poor little one have no kind missus ; he take 
to hard master, he flog hint, he nofeare for cry f but now 
you take him, den ,if me die—if Sam die—he no mind. 
Missus and massa be him fadder, him mbdder—him happy 
den. Me hear poor black man cry; him wish him die, 
den him saj' him go back to him country ’gain. Him 
massa no like my massa; him cruel; he say, black man no 
soul. Now you take baby; him happy ; take him !” 
The offered gift was still refused, and Judith went away 
sorrowful, saying, “Me bring him ’gain to-morrow!” 

HOUSEHOLD TREASURES DEPARTING. 

Dear Mauasi, —I have, been, since its commencement, a 
constant reader of your excellent magazine, and have had very 
great satLifaction ili recommending and circulating it amongst 
my female friends. I am deeply interested in its success, and I 
trust you have encouragement in its increasing circulation to 
persevere in your labours of love, and by hearing, from time to 
time, how mothers are stiiuulated to greater zeal in duty by the 
warnings and appeals of T/tf J^oihcri,’ Friend. There is a 
, word for each and air in its pages, and few numbers but con¬ 
tain Bone remark which Jouches some tender chord in the 
mother’s faetwt, causing it to vibrate. 
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Whilst reading the first wtlule in your magazine for this 
month I was struck with the few words, “ Alas! how many 
will sigh over the wrecks made this year! ” A tender chord 
was touched—for, oh! how little did w£ foresee, at thg close of 
last year, the change a few months ■^ould^ make in our happy 
family. Withia a few days of each* other, the eldest and the 
youngest, a sweet girl of just fifteen, s^d a lovely boy of six, 
were carried to the silent tomb ! To encourage mothers to train 
up their dear little ones for heaven, permit me to state a few 
things respecting t4l^e beloved cllildren, which have cheered 
our desolate hearts i» the time of deep sorrow. 

The elder fell ,a victim to that most insidious disease, con¬ 
sumption ; disease was at work while the cheek bloomed w'ith 
health. With the most perfect resignation and patience she 
^et the fell destroyer. God knows best. When told she would 
not recover, “God knows what is best for me,” was her only 
reply. She was an orphan, but loved as our own. 'IThile she 
lingered, our sweet Willie used^to pray very aflectionatelj' for 
her as a sitter, that God would please to make her well ; and if 
not, “ may dear Aiina^not bf alraid to die,” he would add; “ not 
afraid to cross the*Jordan ; but may she land safely on the 
happy land, where she will never be sick any more.” I little 
thought, when 1 iieard the dear child thus praying, he would 
before her cross over the swellings of Jordan, and ^low her the 
way; but so it was—the last was first. Witlamt a murmur, 
without a sigh, .this lovely one entered alone the deep waters ; 
and, a few days after, bis a^opt<»'f most peacefully followed 
him. 

Wo had traiued,ouF dear boy f»j- the service of* God on earth 
w'hile he was w’itli us. We knew not so soon he would ex¬ 
change esirtli for.heaven, where hg will serve Him day and night 
without censing. Deejlly impressed witl'»the necessity for moffe 
labourers in the missionary fieldj from their &irth I had in heart 
devoted a little brother, a*ycar older, and tills departed one, to 
be missionaries to the heathen, and from the first sought to 
interest them in the niissiouRry pause. Thdy loved each other 
devotedly. I thought of tlje coming future, when they .would 
go forth together to labour and die ki^the fiald; but the mission 
of one is ended, and » sweej mission* of love it was. Like 
a ray of light he-canie and departed—k morning without a 
cloud. , 

• Before his last illnejs. there seeAed a perceptible ripening for 
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heaven. One of his favourite texts, “ Be not overcome of evii, 
but overcome evil with good,” Jie carried into daily practice. 
It would occupy too much time.to relate the sweet instances I 
recollect, of his putfiing fhis in practice. The last thing he gave 
away was some fruit. Hfe divided it among the other children, 
and the largest share he to one who had been unkind to 
him. “She must get jfrom me the most,” was his remark. 

“ God is love,” was g-uother favourite teat; and its sweet spirit 
was within him. ^s he lay dying, he said to his young nurse¬ 
maid, “Sally, dear, I )ov6 you leit/t /jeart,” and thus 

did his heart overflow with love to all around him. Yet, he so 
loved the dear Saviour, he said, “ I do not wislj to get well 
again, I wish to go to Jesus.” I heard him siiig as he lay on his 
dyii)g_hcd, “ I will arise and go to my Father.” At another 
time he said, “ Thou, God, seest me.” In the agony of p 
convulsion fit he put up his lit'lo mouth for me to kiss, then 
softly, sw'oetly munimred, ‘‘Jesus” — “beautiful!'' These 
were his last' words. Soon after he became uncon.scioiis, and 
for six days and nights,,we watched his fidling tabernacle, with 
its irajn'isoned spirit, ere it departed. And so he left us, for a 
better world. 1 cannot convey, in words,’.a more correct idea 
of this sweet, chiltj,, than by transcribing the beautiful lines by 
Mary Ilowitt, called “The Lost One.” 

I fear this jiaper may be too long, or J would tell how' my 
little sou, forgetting his own sorrow, sought to comfort me by 
the precious promise of God’s wonl; but 1, may do so, at a 
lutnrt; lime. I am, dear Madsm, vours faithfully', 

. ' , ' ' A. X. C. 

[This ])tipei is rather lor.g.tf, than usual, but it is so dceplv 
interesting we do not fl'ar tiring our leaders.—Eu.] 

THE LOST ON,E. 

We meet arouiui the boiAd—thou art not tlicne; 

Over our luArwhold joyr hath passed a gloom. 

Beside the lire we see thy empty chair. 

And miss thy sweet voice in the silent ro/>m. 

What hopeless longings afteV’tljee arise 1 
"Ifiven for the touch of yhy small hand I pine. 

And ior the sound of th'y dgar Jittle fjtet, 

Alas! teto di,’u my eyesf 

Meeting in every place some joy of tfiine; 

Or when fair cliildren pass me on the street. 
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Buauty was on thy clieek, and thou didst seem 
A ))rivileged heing, chartered from decay; 

And tUy free spirit, like a mountain strearii^ 

That hath no ebb, kept on its chqprf'ul way. 

Thy laugh was like the inspiring btealh ef spring, 

That thrills l.he lieart and cannot jjo unfelt. 

The sun, the inoou,^the green leaves, glid tl^f flowers, 

Were a strong joy to thee ; tliv spiilt dwelt 
Gladly iit life, r e_j^ing in its jiow’crs. 

Oh ! what had Death to do with one like thee? 

Tliou young^and loving one, whose soul did cling, 

Even as tlie ivy clings iin’to the tree, 

To those who loved thee ; thou, whose tears would spring 
Dreading a short day’s absence, didst tbou go 
Alone unto the faliu’C woald unseen. 

Solving each awful, untried mjjjtery— 

The dread unknown to know ? 

To be wdiere mortal traveller tath U(^ been, 

M'lience welcome tidings cannot come from tboe. 

My happj' boy! And murmur I that Doatli 
Over thy young and buoyant fr^rue bad Tower ? 

In you bright laud love never perisbeth, 

Hope may not mock, nor grief the heart devour. 

The heautifnl are round thee—tliou dost ke<’p 
Within the eternal presence, and no more 
hTayst deatli, or pain, or sepiwation, dread. 

Thy bright eyes cannot weep. 

Nor tliey witii Aihom tl^ou art’thj^ loss deplore* 

For thou art of the liviuff, not the dead. 


A STORY FOR 0<JR JUVENIIJJ'FRIJllSfDS. 

THE LITTLE GIRL WHO WANTED TO KNOW' EVERYTHING. 

“Mamma, mamma!’’ siidMittle Mhiny, with a counte¬ 
nance looking disappointed, “ Hetty sajs I must not ask 
question*s—nolwdy wwll tell me anythihg like you, dear» 
mammaand the Iktle girl hid her flace *in her mother’s ^ 
,dress, as she was standing to fimah the arrungeineist of her 
cap in the early mortiing. 
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""What have you there in your tiny basket, my Minny ?” 
asked Mrs. Mild. “ Only some leaves, ma—I have just 
gathered them or. pu^ose to put into the nursefy teapot, 
and Hetty -will not put them in.” " Indeed, my dear, I 
am very glad nurse would not agree to spoil all the tea by 
attending to your foplish request.” ,“But, mamma, you 
told me the tea-tred was like a rose-tree, so I thought I 
should like to kn6w if it tasted just tj^j^game.” “ It does 
not follow, Minny, that because the tee looked the same, 
the taste and the quality should correspond also; but, if 
you will run out into the garden, and gather a few black¬ 
currant leaves, I will put a little of my tea into your dolly’s 
tea-pot with a few of them, and you will get a flavour very 
like green tea, when you pour it out,” " Oh, how nice 
that will be‘; you are a kind, dear mamma, that you are— 
thank yon, deary,” sa'd Minny, and she ran 'off with a 
smiling face. . 

“I do like my new tea, ma,” she remarked, at the 
breakfast table ;* “ is thifl the way to get green tea always, 
ma? ” “Jfo, dear, you forget what I told you about it, 
some time ago. You ask a great many questions; but I 
fear you do not often remember the answers you get to 
them. The green tea^ is jqst the leaves which are first 
plucked while very young and tender; and after this, there 
are two gatherings of leavferf which become the less expen¬ 
sive and commoner sorts.” “Oh yes, ma, I remember; 
and the Chinese puj. thb seeds in holes in the ground to 
get trees: I tricil that plan' in my garden, but I did not 
get any 'tea-tree#.’*’ 


A M0T|1ER’S; RESPONSIBILITIES. 

Pause awhile, J-e iliotheri^ ere ycv go one step further on 
the journey of life;“ and think »eriovMy what God requires 
at yous hands. <? He has you children to bring up for 
Mm; what a responsibility is thus laid on you, by your 
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Creator! As soon as the child begins to know you, it notices 
every look and action; then, as its understanding increases, 
it listens to each word spoken by it^ mcsther with greater 
interest than any other person; thiis, you see, how watchful 
and cautious you should be in a)l your ways, when you 
consider that they^will have such q powerful influence in 
forming the character of your child,' who is ready to imi¬ 
tate everything it^ilgs and hears;' Bem’mber, that a sinful 
word spoken by you in his presence, or a sinful act com¬ 
mitted in his sight, may be his ruin, and cause you to shed 
many bitter tears, and even to spend a life of sadness. 
Resolve then, dear mothers, that from henceforth (with 
l3od’s help and blessing) yiju will, by every means in your 
power, train your child for heaven, . 

I know a mother who has brought great trduble on her¬ 
self by hSr inconsistent and foolish ways; her children are 
now growing up, ai\d reproach her for the example she has 
placed before them. God is not in all her ways, and there¬ 
fore we need not wonder at her jiteps slifling.' God alone 
can aid mothers in fulfilling the responsibilities he has 
placed upon them; look unto your Father in heaven, and 
ask for strength, or you must fail in training your children 
for heaven. E. R. Y. 


NEW* YEAR’S DAY. 

New year’s day is i/ow p*ast; but is it^ therefore less impor¬ 
tant to redeem the time, and put our good resolutions in prac¬ 
tice, than it was on that Say ? It is ratlfef more so, because 
the year is now shortened by one consid^able di'jision of it. 
Let us, then, conscious of thd Weakness and volatility of our 
hearts, and of the frailty of resolution^ made in ouf oyirn 
strengtlf, look up io^Hm-viho, "td tRem who have no 
might,” has promised to increase stfengtii; who will, if 
^implored, confirm •our wavering mainds, aid establish our 
weak resolutions. 
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A new year is now cotnine^jcing; let every one inquire 
how they have begun it. Is it with a resolution to make 
renewed efforts to overcome their bad habits, and to im¬ 
prove their manners and characters 1 arid have they actually 
begun to make such efforts ? Then I prophesy a happy new 
year to them ; and t1>at, if they persevere in their resolu¬ 
tions, it will be the happiest they have ever known. But if, 
on tlm contrary, they are Beginning it the old way—not 
more attentive to business, nor watchful of their tempers 
and conduct—not more concerned for their intellectual and 
religious improvement than heretofore—then, although they 
may very likely have had a merry Christmas, I cannot wish 
them a happy new year, because I know it would be in vain 
to do so; for the saying is as true as it is trite, that to be 
happy we miist be good. The knowledge of this is, in 
fact, the grand secret cf my art; and it is by conshlting this 
simple rule, that every man may be his own fortune-teller. 

__ ' Q. Q. 

A FACT FROM a MOTHERS’ MEETING. 

A GOOD woman, who is in the habit of going out as a 
sempstress, carried from the Maternal Meeting a paper, 
a Mothers' Friend, and some other, little hooks. The paper 
contained the following advice :— 

Bo all the good„yt)«'ea 9 — 

In all the ways you can— 

At all the seasons you can— 

To all the people you can— 

And as long as you can. 

Witliihis she "purposed wisely, resolved firmly, and per¬ 
severed wHh determination to spre^ religious knowledge. 
The will to do good opened the way, and she now takes 
Ni^TE Mothers' Friends, a number of other periodicals and 
books, as well as ihany copies of .thecScriptures. She oon- 
dnues her work with Christimi zeal, .and others are encou¬ 
raged to follow-her example. Mothen!—Teacher !—ican 
■you not do something in this way ? Try—try—try. , 
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AN ENCOURAGING LETTER FROM A FATHER. 

To the Editor of“ The Mothers’ Friend.” 

My bear Madam, —I have often thought I should like to 
send yon a word of encouragement; hut, being of so tumble a 
class as an agricultural labourer, I feel tSat I do not] possess 
wisdom or understanding sufficient to write to you. But, dear 
madam, just after yeu commenced valuttble undertaking, 
a lady sent one of your valuable magazines to my wife. We 
were so interested we at oneb ordered it, ai\d have con¬ 
tinued it ever since; *nd feel more and more interested with its 
contents. It is so^well suited for fathers as well us mothers—for I 
do think we fathers arc too Harsh at times with our children; and 
your valuable magazine shows us our mistake in such a light 
Jbat we are obliged at once to yield to the conviction, and say, 
“I am the man.” Anjl wo always endeavour to recommend 
your magazine whenever opportujity ])rcsents itself; <f()r we feel 
jiersuudcd, if every mother would but purchase if, and peruse 
the contents thereof, thc’l'e woulcl be mjre comfort at home and 
less bawling iilter the children in the streets. 

Wishing you mu»l5 pleasure and large success in your valu¬ 
able undertaking, 

1 am, dear Madam, 

Your humble servant, 

C. I)., a Father. 


FRAGMENTS FDR^SPARE MOMENTS. 

, A* SOLEMN fiyi^STION. 

A little child had hhen’listening to her mother, while 
she sang one of the^songs of. 2;jon; Shortly after, while 
her little arms were twining about her f^ither’s neck, she 
said—“ Mamma sings, ‘JLong a^they liv^^ould Christians 
pray, for only while they pray they live.’ Is papa dead 7 
He never prays<t” When the little chili went Up to join 
the angel choir the father ]>egan»?o pray ! 

• . ♦ 

ClII^DRE?^ PfOM H91IE1 

I was thinking that God’^ pfiople, while they are in this 
world, are like the, chOdren of spme greaf^ rich mjin, who 
‘are sent away frpm home to he'educated very ea^ly in life. 
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before they are capable of ubderstanding their father’s 
wealth and grandeur. While away, they receive presents 
' from thp father, of whose circumstances they are told by 
their tutors, and aye continually reminded of the purpose 
of thejr staying away,—that it is to fit them to dwell at 
home; that maijy ofr fheir elder brothers and sisters have 
finished their education, and are arrived at their father’s 
house: and. that the time' will soon c^e when they shall 
join them, reach their father’s mansioni and see his glory. 

THE GRANDMOTHEU’S COMFORTER, 

A little child one day, observing his pious grandmother 
weeping, said, “ Grandmother! sing ‘ Praise God fronj 
whom all blessings flowdo fling jt, and I am sure you 
will be'beMer!” “Out of the mouth of babes and 
sucklings hast thou perfected praise,” 

A GOOD man’s resolution. 

I will hear, as little as possible, whate/er is to the pre¬ 
judice of othersi Believe nothing of the kind till 1 am 
absolutely forced to it. Never drink into the spirit of one 
who circulates an ill report. To moderate, as far as I can, 
the unkindness which is expressed towards others. Always 
believe that, if the other side were heard, a very different 
account would be given of thh matter. 

. "clifiMns. . 

A letter from a daughter in Australia remarks— “I 
never receive any gpod “thing,' any* favour, without the 
assurance that it comes in answer to my mother’s prayers, 
and this'thoughVsWeetens all my comforts.” 

NOTICBS OF' BOOKS. 

Lvafleis. London: and F. G. Cash, Bishopsgate-street. 

, Sixty stories on “ Lovetanil Peape.’.’ Ve 0 useful to mothers, and 
the delight of little children. A Lixj^ence welt spent. 

' LittU Thing*- Kdinhurgh: Kennedy. London: Hamilton & Co. 

7|tea**liMle duties—kindnessty** efforts, cares, &o.,—^treated of ia, 
will be a great treasure in anjfhome. 
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SONS FROM HOME. 

THE SECOND .MOTHER. 

"We have often wished to write ,a*few’papers on this 
subject, and we are thankful to those friends who have 
helped us. The first writes thus :—“ There is amongst us 
a class of persons whose cause is seldom pleaded, but foi 
whom we now bespeak the pra;jers, the exertions, the 
sympathies of EngliSl'mothere—of all mothers. • 

" We would plead For the sons who are from home ; for 
those who, almost Rs boys, are placed far from their families, 
and amidst scenes of e.xcitemcnt and temptation, either 
a%apprentices, or as learners of the trades and manufac¬ 
tures which abound in o«r cities and towns. By many of 
these, the change from home cffinforts and fanjily groups 
to the loneliness of a lodging, or«an abode among strangers, 
ft bitterly felt; and to many it is a s*ourco of temptation, 
resisted at first, biit«tb which, from the desire for society, 
they yield at last. From this and following ^vils they might 
often be saved, were a mother’s hand* stretched out to guide 
them, and an occasional place given to them by tlie family 
fire-side, when the labours of the day are done. Of course, 
a husband’s will must be, consulted, and his permission 
granted, before this could be d(Jne ; hut there are few men 
whose homes woulckbe^ safe ref\j»^for a youth,,who would 
refuse to assist in saving *him from evil and misery. A 
kind and womanly inter|st taken in'Jbis-pursuits j a gentle, 
directing hint, as to his readings ‘and %s£S}ciates; a little 
personal service, done when.nceded.and tinie,«an be spared; 
a firm, yet gentle rebuke, if evil be done or said; and a quiet 
eye kept on his oUkervance of thg Sabbath .* MothSrs! you 
little know the unspeakable .blessing, the value of all this 
to a sou fr^m home ! On the wiveS and ifiothers in whose 
homes apprentices and journey«l« resi^e,^ a plain and heavy 
responsibility rests. Your husband may command these 
inmates, you can influence them f*.good or ev!l. Deal with 
VOL. vr. D 
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these souls as you would wish others to deal with your 
boys in similar circumstances,' The following account may 
illustrate what I have said, and encourage others to do as 
1 have, by God’S help, been enabled to act. 

“Though neither wjfe nor mother, I was, some years 
since, the housekeeper of a near relative. ‘ Seating himself 
in his easy chair one evening, with a thoughtful look, he 

said, ‘ L-, there is a youth come to live in B- 

who interests me very mu6h; he is a ingenuous fellow— 

a widow’s only child. Poor woman! -she little knows into 
what an atmosphere of temptatipn he is thrown. I should 
like to tell him we shall be glad to see him in an evening, 
after business hours, and to give him a seat in our pew on 
Sabbath days. Shall you object to tliis ?’ 

“ These words—‘ he wap the only son of his mother, and 
she was a widow’—rose to my mind, and I gave a ready 
assent, inwardly praj ing that I might in some degree be 
to him a second mother. I found, too, that his own mother 
was a very pious Christian, tremblingly alive to the dangers 
to which her boy’s peculiar temperament exposed him. 
This gav»me an additional motive for welcoming him to a 
place by our fire-side. It required some self-denial to lay 
aside my own habits, and enter into tlfe feelings of my 
young friend. I listened paficutly to his youthful opinions, 
and correctejl them 'quietly. I sympathised with his home 
longings, and his daily trials; I allowed him to bring his 
books and read to me, thus regulating his reading; I won 
his confidence, ^du was.looked up to by him as I wished 
to be,—a second mother. ' 

" One day this son from home said to a mutual friend, 

‘ I shall for ever thank and bless M-,T- , for allow¬ 

ing me to spend my evenings with her. It has saved me, 
many, many lim^, from, entering into scenes of vice and 
dissipation ;•> it has strengthened rSe to resist invitations 
to join parties whiire drinking and> gambling would have 
been placed imaiy way. *■ has prevented my going wherf 
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I should have had more refined, but equally dangerous 
enemies to fight against. Oh ! if my dear mother knew 
how her prayers are seconded by the anxious, constant, 
yet genfle watchfulness of this dear^friendj she would bless 
and love her as I do.’ Was not this rewtird enough ?” 

T. 


THE Ji^AST BLOW.—No. III. 

• 

Mas. Cabr was sitting close to her bed-room window, 
which overlooked both her.garden and Mrs. Brown’s, with 
a bit of the window-curtain pinned up at the corner, every 
^ow and then walking over to look at her injured boy, and 
returning to her post ,of observation, anxiously watching 
something without. About the jtsual time for the*cpttagers 
to retire to rest, she sa^a youpg man enter Janet’s garden- 
gate, with a sack on his back and a basket on bis arm, and 
slowly walk up t<^4he door, which he opened without 
knocking, and closed after him. David Browp was gone 
to a neighbouring town, to fetcl* coals for his master’s 
house, and Janet was waiting up for him. Margery looked 
on with an eagle’s eye, to scan all she could of what was 
going on; ‘ soon the young man returned through the 
garden empty-handed, leaving the matron in astonishment 
as to what the bag contained, ajnid^where it came from. 

On the following meriting* at breakfast, Margery looked 
very knowing and thoughtful, and told Larr y what she 
had seen-raddiiig, “ l5ut I will fish it eub never fear me.’* 

“ No, no, woman alive,”, rejoined her hujjband, “ do let 
the kindly body alone entirely.” After Larry was gone, 
and as little Lizzy was leaving the house far scl.ool, 
her mother called her jjacfc, ,’saying, — “I want you, 
Lizzy, jqgt to do a message for*sic; ask Mrs. Brown to 
lend me her little bro^n jJiin, llpd mind yoij, child, what I * 
say—I don’t want the pan, only it will do as' an excuse for • 
•yon to-look abont*and see whkt.Jou can, iRid looklf there 



44 


THE NEOKO MOTHER. 


is a bag Vull of an jibing there. You can run into the 
back room for the pan, and ‘tis to save her the trouble 
—now mind what you are about.” “Yes, mother. I’ll 
see al^ I can.” Thus did Margery teach the art of double¬ 
dealing and deceit, an*jl her child understood it all right 
well. 

After receiving this lesson the little maiden tripped into 
the unsuspicious neighbour’s cottage. As she was return¬ 
ing with .the pan, Janet'called her bkolc, saying,—“Here, 
dear, take a few of these bull’s-eyes for poor Johnny; 
little David’s uncle brought them for him last night, but 
1 am sure he will spare some to his little sick play-fellow ; 
and here is a bit of cake, too, that my cousin has sent me, 
if you will give it to the pretty boy.” Lizzy ran home 
delighted with Mrs. Brown’s kindness, and turning the 
treasure into her mother’s, lap, the child exclaimed,—“ I 
do love her too 1” ‘'‘Well, well, child, but what did you 
see?” eagerly asked Margery. • “Oh, mother, I saw ever 
so many things; a great large bag full of something—a 
bundle on the table—and, oh, such a fine great pie—and 
something like new shirts on the chair—and a nice piece 
of bacon, too.” “Well done,” said Margery ; “now run 
off to school, and mind your books.” “ Yes, mother.” 

Cheerfully did Mrs. Cerr get through her morning 
work, and her attenlions to her sick, boy ; her labour was 

• V 4 • f 

thought little of, for ‘her mind was so full of the glorious 
secret she now possessed. 


THE NEGRO MOTHER.—No. II. 

“ The miserable past was ftirgStteh, as she looked for the happier 
future.” 

The next day Judith kept her wdtd, and presented her¬ 
self at an early hour before her mistress to urge her 
request j and _he contifiued to do so every day, until the 
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summons came for her kind friends to go oi? board the 
■vessel; and when they reached the beach, there stood poor 
Judith, waiting to ask her mistress once more to take her 
little black boy with her tci Englapd, but she jras still 
refused, and bidding Judith farewell, tlyy stepped into the 
vessel, which vVhs soon bounding over the billows. 

Mr. aud Mrs. Dfu’e had not be^ long seated in the 
cabin, when their attention was arrested by hearing a 
sailor call out, in,% very rude manner, “ Go back, black 
face, or I’ll hurl the rope at ye !” Anxious to know what 
occasioned this^ough address, they ascended to the deck 
just ns a voice answered, “ Me no go back, till missis take 
piccauinny and, looking over the side of the vessel, they 
“saw Judith, the poor negrj mother, swimming with her 
little boy, calling out to them^ to take him ! Mrs. Dare 
was greatly moved at the si^ht, and soon cohsented that 
the sailofs should “ iiaul up the J)lack lump,” as they 
expressed themselves, presenting the little sable fellow to 
his kind protector. Judith seemed delighted, and soon 
swam back to the shore, where she stood'till tlie last bit of 
the mast of the ship faded from her gaze. 

Poor Judith ! in her anxiety to have her boy taken care 
of, in a land where ho could never be a slave, she had not 
taken into the account Vhat, her sacrifice would cost her 
mother’s heart, and^ what loneliness’she would feel when 
her boy was fairly out of he/ light, in all fiuman proba¬ 
bility to see him no more till^ the judgment-day. Fairly 
overcome by her maternal feelinl;s, jhe sat down on the 
beach and wept bitterly. She began now to remember the 
kind instructions of her mistress, and tlihf she had told her, 
when she was^n trouble, to tell Jesus ajl about^t, and He 
would comfort her ; so she w%nt* home, and asked God to 
take care of her boy, aud help ^her tp feel happy about 
him. fehe then tried to put things % little in order in her* 
cabin, and prepare her husband’s dihner; but the house. 
, was SQ still and melancholy, and eveiythi»g reminded her 
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of the little one now far away, that she could not remain 
alone; so she walhed to the sugar plantation, where Sam 
was working, and told him i)oor boy was gone! ” 

Sam4iad never exffected that his master would consent 
to take charge of <thc little sable fellow, and his surprise 
was so great that the sugar-cane fell from his hands, and 
he sat down, eoTOred his face, and 'woj)t. Judith now 
began to administer comfort to her husband by talking of 
the future hapj)incss of their son, and—8s is often the case 
-—in trying to cheer another she b'ecame more happy 
herself. • 

Next month, we hope to follow the English ship on her 
voyage. 


CARE FOE THE O.UTCASTS.—No. III. 

“ Grievous indeed must be* the burden that shall outweigh innocence 
and health.'' ’ 

VCe have, thought sometimes, as we have passed the 
haggard and unwomanly* form, with bold brow and loud 
voice, in thh streets of our large towns and cities, that it is 
possible there may yet live, even there, memories of home, 
of love, of a mother’s early carej and we'liave asked the 
question, " Has any ClrrisfiaH woman ever tried to awaken 
these memoi;ies in that .fallen womaK’s .heart ? ” Alas, 
mothers! have we not too often turned away with disgust, 
forgetting that on the slender, thread of that quickly- 
yrasting life hang o/crlaKting things? And we have sat 
down amidst tl\p,e^ndearmeuts of,our own homes, musing 
on the thought that neither prudence nor feeling will 
allow us to make the attempt to pull one .of these brands 
from the everlasting burning! Js this right? 1 grant, the 
work is very difficult, bilt may we not find some, way of 
reaching them t r ' * 

We said, in a former paper, that we? found, when the bare 
Oientiod of a nibther’s name*was made,*that a chord was- 
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toudied in the hearts of those for whom we plead, which 
vibrated for a long, long time. Christian mother! 
British mother! try to get. near enough to strike this 
chord, at least in one heart, that you may follow the example 
of Him who reproved the proud Pluirisea in his own house, 
while He said to the weeping Magdalene, “Thy sins are 
forgiven.” Let us not forget that a wepenting “sinner” is 
a sight over which there is joy in the presence of the angels 
of God; and, however disdjined* by man, there are found, 
among the ranks of the redeemed, Bahnbs, penitent Maries. 
Magdalenes, and many who were “great sinners,” now 
washed and made white in the blood of the Lamb, while 
^he arches of Heaven echo and re-echo the praises of Him 
who came to seek and <iO save those who were lost. 

Keep the subject before you, mothers—we *hnve not 
finished. Mater. 

SUNDAY*OCCUPATIONS.—No. IV. 

My dear children, I am going to write Uyouthis month. 
You have talked with your motlu* about future events, or 
things that are going to happen—things painfu]*and plea¬ 
sing, things happy and unhappy. Now remember, in these 
things we must all bave^ a part; we must be either very 
happy, or very miserable for es'cr. *111 this world you often 
sec people who spem neither jior tl>e otiisr, but it will 
not be so in the next w’ofld. 

My dear children, there .will «n^y be two states in Eter¬ 
nity, so there will only be two sorts of people. Indeed, this 
is true now; there are in.r/ii’s world non^Jjdt believers and 
unbelievers—those who'are the children of God, and those 
who are not. Which of these ,two sots of pcopleVill have 
a part in the blessed things (dial arc coming to pass, and 
which in-tbose that wi^lbe sorrowful jndjdreadful ? 

I know you can answer this ^lestion* Now I want you 
to take your slate, or a piece of pa^er, make a line down the 
Tniddlcj'and then wrije on one sW verses of’fecripture about 
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those who loTe God, and on the other side rerses about 
those who do not love him. I‘wish very much that I could 
see some of your papers when you have written them. I 
will giv# you two texts to begin with:— 

VBBSES ABOUT THOSB WBO/.OVK ! VEKSES ABOUT THOSE WHO DO 
GOD. ' NOTY-OVE GOD. 


“ And they sha^be Kipe, saith ■ 
the Lord of Hosts, in'the day i 
fiiat 1 make up my jewels.”— , 
Mal.iii. 17.- i 


“ And ali the proud, and they 
that do wickedly, shall be stubble; 
and the day that cometh shall 
burn the.nj^up, saith the Lord of 
Hosts.”—Mai. iv. 1. 


Do you know what stubble is ? I will tell you. It is 
the stalks of corn which are left in the field after reaping; 
you have often seen it and trodden it under your feet, for 
it was fit for nothing only to be burned. My dear children, 
could you bear to think, even for a moment, of being like 
the stubble? No, no. Let us talk about the jfetoe/s. What 
are they ? Precious rtones ; you have often seen them in 
the shop-windows; and if you had ever looked upon the 
Queen’s crown, j'ou would have seen brighter and more 
dazzling ones than are found in shops. Do men ever 
gather jewels together, to cast them into the fire? No, 
they are kept and placed in crowns of gold. 

Little one 1 whoever you are, now reading this paper— 
Do you wish to love Jgsus?^ Do you desire a new heart? 
Will you pray to become one of the jewels ? It will make no 
diflerence whether you ard rich or, poor, wise or ignorant. 
In the Redeemer’s crown glitters many ajieice?, which 
was once just suclj as'_ you. Many and many precious 
gems are yet ^to be added to that crown. Little child! 
by-and-by. He will make them up—reckon them—count 
them—S b£ tljst soue are missing; after that time, not one 
will be added. 

Pray now thatjyou mt.ybe numbered among the yewefs, 
and that Jesus may say of yo« ;n that day—“ He is mine! 
--•she is mine 1 ” Mahy. 

Oxjord. 
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A STORY FOR OUR JUVENILE FRIENDS.—No. II. 

THE LITTLE GIEL WHO WANTED TO KNOW EVEBYTHING. 

"Oh dear, mamma!” Minny exclaimed, as sRe tasted 
the second cug of tea, “this is very diliigreeable j I cannot 
help making a face at it. I suppose^ it is too strong; oh 
dear, it is so very unpleasant.” ^Irs. Mild smiled, and 
poured some wate%into the litt^p girl’s cup. “You remind 
me, Minny,” she said, " of an odd tale I read lately about 
‘ China soup.’ ” “ What was that, ma ? Do tell me—do, 

do, ma,” said fialf-a-dozen wices at once. 

“A great many years ago,” began Mrs. Mild, “a lady, 
: who had a friend in China, received a present from him, 
consisting of a Chinese silk hat, the crown of which was 
filled with tea. The family had never seen not hetird of tea 
before, ajid the letterwnentioned, that if it were boiled in 
water, it would make what w'as called ‘ Chinese soup.’ A 
brass skillet wa»put on the fire, and a pint basinful 
tea, with some water and some sugar, were put on to boil 
—it was then strained through ^ cloth, poured into basins, 
and placed round the snpper-table instead of th*eir porridge. 
The party then crumbled some bread into it, and began to 
eat. The first mouthfijJ set their faces awry, like Minny’s, 
and some of the family tfere Sadly alarmed, for they 
imagined it must ^e poisoiv,so ^that the doctor was con¬ 
sulted, and the tea anS sugar poured away as something 
worse than tlseless.. After a Jittle time the gentleman 
returned-from China, and brought wRh.him a chest.of tea, 
a China tea-set, and a Aea-kettle; and^ teaching the 
ladies of the family 'the proper way of making tea, they 
liked it, I believe, as welLas jve do.” 

" Oil dear, what a pretty talo,” said Minny; " I should 
like you to tell me ^ tale about*ev^rytiling, ma.” "That 
would not be a very diflSci«lt*matteT,’i rejoined Mrs. Mild. 

" Then do tell ^us* a tale about sugar, too, ^1 you,* 
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mamma “ Do you think sogar can be made from any¬ 
thing besides sugar-canes?” ^asked the mother. "Yes, 
ma,” replied Henry; “ from beet-root, for the gardener 
told me; so ; and the»e is a tree, too, from which sugar is 
made in some parts of America, for 'John Sloe told me 
Lis uncle made some!” “A trecl” exclaimed Minny, 
in amazement, , “d6. they cut down the trees, then, 
ma, like the sugar-canes?” “No, dear, there is an 
incision made in the tree With an augdl'i into which a sort 
of spout is driven—then a trough is placed under it, into 
which the sap flows.” "'What is an anger, ma?” asked 
Minny. “ Oh, forgetful Minny ! it is a tool, to be sure, to 
bore holes with,” replied Henry. 

“Well, dear children,” said,Mrs. Mild, “shalllgoon?” 
“ Oh, please—please.” “ ITlm sap is then put on to boil, 
until it beedmes a syrup. Then some milk is poured into 
it, which makes the sreuin rise to the top of the kettle; 
this is carefully taken off, and the liqujd boiled for some 
•time longer; then the sugar is put to cool, and when nicely 
done, is nearly as white rs our lump sugar.” “ Oh dear, 
how nice t« know about everything!” said Minny. “ And 
useful to rememher, too,” added her inother, smiling. 
“Oh, ma, I do remember one thing, however; shall I 
run to get my little book about lea and sugar?” “Yes, 
dear, and read it t'o me,” “ Ilere it is, ma—oh, do 
listen: — 

TEA AND S.U(:iAll. 

To get our breukfiist, far oyer the sea,. 

Ten thousand^qpg miles, we must send for our tea; 

Where the Chinese are busy to pibk the leaves green. 

To roV, them, ajid dry them, so neat and ?!) clean. 

And some for the sugar a Voyage must go. 

To the buming^West Ip'dies, Where sugar-canes grow; 
Where the poor naked negro .t<pls ail the hot day,' 

To prepare Iho sweet cargo for lands fur away. 

'‘Th^e, man^ma, is not that suitable?” 
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BIRMMGHAM. 

THIRD ANNUAL REPORT OF THE CABR’S-LAKE MATERNAL 
* ASSOCIATION*. 

Standing oif the threshold of nnother year, the Members of 
this Association are constrained to look hack, and, in the retro¬ 
spect, they are deeply impressed with •the solemnity, brevity, 
and uncertainty of ^uman life. The ffliades of death hovered 
over their last annfal gatherijig. One of their number, much 
beloved, was then exfiliangiiig time for eternity, and the following 
day her home was left desojate, and her loved ones weeping. 
She died in peace, leaving a message to every Member of the 
Maternal Band, “ To live closer to Christ—to cling to Him— 
•to live with death in view*—to be much in praver—to pray 
well!” 

Through the bygone year, tliere have been panted sunny 
seasons, over which they lingec with sacred delight, as well as 
dark and gloomy scenes, at which th*y pause with lowly sad¬ 
ness. Six of their cjiildrev have been received into the fellow¬ 
ship of the faithful,*whilst others have been gathered in infancy- 
to the church triumphant. In some of the finnilie^, the dearest 
connexions of life have been formed^ and in others the sweetest 
and closest ties have been severed by the hand of death. Thus, 
the hours allofted for maternal communion and sjmipathy have 
been rendered seasons of holy discipline. Here they would 
refer, with grateful acknoVledgjments, to the valuable addition 
made to the literature of Maternal Associations by the monthly 
lectuiTs. delivered; atfd issued, frem tltp press, by their esteemed 
Pastor; under a sense of which they would look back upon the 
past year, as one that shall be the gyrm from which shall bnrst 
some new. good, some blessed result in dopjestic improvppienf. 
The regular anil enlarged i^ttendance testifies that the purport of 
the Association is increasingly appreciated? * 

Number of Members noig in^this Association. OS 

Average attendance at the Moptlily Meetings .... 41 

The meetings held^in Carr’s-latfe ^eslry every alternate, 
Tnesday afternoon, for the accemmodatson of those mothers 
whose domestic dutie# prevent their attending the moiniug 
. meetings, have not been satisfactjrity respondiM to. Hlowever, 
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they are on the way to improvement, and hope is entertained 
for the future. 

Number of Members, 20.—Average attendance, 12. 

Boatman’s Chapel^ Branch .—Fortnightly meetings have 
been held, but in conseijaence of the removal of some of'the 
mothers from the neighbourhood, tlie average attendance has 
not exceeded eight out of twenty-two members in the whole. 
Seventy-two copies of' Tite Mothers’ Friend, and sixty of the 
Hev. J. A. James’s Letlures to Young Women, have been sold. 

[Other Branches next month.—E d, 


MATERNAL ASSOCIATIONS.—No. II. 

• ( 

We will now give the Rules ■ generally used among 
English" raqthers, and written in the Maternal Book of the 
Association ; first remarking,'that the object of the Maternal 
Association is to awaken motliers and teachers to a deep 
sense of their responsibility and uudyihg influence. 

(RULES. 

I. Th-atM lady be appointed to preside at the meetings of the 
Society, and prepare readings—Scripture, hymns, Ac-, Ac.— 
and to appoint those who will take a prayer, and give out 
hymns, to rest her betw(;en the readings. 

II. That a Secretary* be ctiosen, to record the names of 

mothers and .children in tjip'Maternal Rook, and keep minutes 
if approved. ' ' ' 

III. That each member bear the Association in her heart 
before God in prayer^ particularly reradmbering the Queen and 
Royal Family. * 

IV. That alUttii members shall" invite other mothers and 
teachers to join the Association. 

V. Tha'L once a'quartcr the mothers, fatheA, and children be 
invited to receive a public address from a minister. (Some 
prefer the Sabbath.cveningt) 

VI. That when any "inothcr. is sick ttr in sorrow, the mem¬ 
bers of the Association are expected ,to sympathise with the 
aiSicte^. 
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VII. That when a mother is removed from fier sphere ot 
labour by death, the Association shall regard, with peculiar 
interest, the motherless famify, remember them in prayer, and 
do all they can to promote their best interests; and, if removed 
to another locality, to be commendq^ *to the nearest Maternal 
Association. 

VIII. That the names of mothers and children be recorded in 
a book, and that the names of her Sfajestj and her children 
stand first. 

The book shonlcj be rulefl, and the names entered, in the 
following manner:— 

O • 

HER MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY THE QUEEN. 

Al.HEUT TDAVAini, PRINCE OP WALES. 

Viclovia Atlclaitlc Mary Louisa. lloleua Aujoisfa. • 

Alice Maud Mary. • Ixiuisa Cniulina Allicjla. * 

Alfred Ernest Allicrt. ^ Arthur William Frederick. 

Mrs. A.—Anne, Maiy, John, Charles, &.c. j Mrs. tl.—Charles, John. Emily, Mary. 
Mrs. B.— Lucy, James. ; Mrs. F.—Janet, Mary, George, Hcrberty 

Mrs. C.- Mand, &.c. I William, 

jirs. j).—Ellen, Sui. • Mrs. G.—Janc, Kato. Annie, Frank, &c. 

• * 

In conclusion, we would press on the attention of our 
friends, who have written to us on this subject, the import¬ 
ance of unitetl and immediate effort. We know that 
Maternal Associations alo good to mothers and children, 
and the thought that the soiil of one little child is of more 
value than ten'thousand jrorId», should be»a stimulus to 
, our efforts. Time is short; we must not mind a few 
frowns, or an unkiad speech*, ae we prosecute our work. 
Eternity will yield reward enough ; *fo)T we are quite sure 
that many mothers, falliers, and childwft, will praise our 
Heavenly Father there, that He put it into the hearts of 
mothers here 'to form Maternal Associations? Mother! 
pious mother! you will soon have done with your work; 
it is ah honour to Jie ajlowed td labour in this vineyard, 
" Go forward,” and, the Stm'of Ri^teousness will shine 
upon your path, and, by-and-bi'’, the good Shepherd will 
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Mj —“She hath done what she could 1” Let your 
motto be— 

WORK ON EARTH—REST IN HEAVEN. 

»“ Passing a voice proclaims, 

In the mother’s tears, in the infant’s pains; 

The brightest and fairest may not last. 

They droop breath earth’s chilling blast. 

The loved and the cherished may not stay. 

They brighten our path, then pas" away! 

We hold them to earth with bands of love. 

And too often forget the home above, 

Till a Father’s voice is heard to say, 

“ Call that idol from earth away ! ” 

The Shepherd folds the lamb above, 

To ensure a share in the mother’s love, ' 

And often blights our hopes below. 

To save us from a wCrld of woe. 

He thus proclaims eartli is passing away, 

And points to d home of eternal day! 


A primitive: church.— No. III. 

1 THE lord’s day. 

Having given our readers last month a peep at the out¬ 
side of the Primitive Church, we now request their company 
to the close of our walk. We pursued our course along 
a most delightful rbad.^noyv gracefully arched by the 
meeting branches, like the ribs of a noble cathedral j here, 
open to the wide expanse of heaven ; there, the hedges were 
high pn either side; end then, through a natural gap. j’ou 
got a momeiitarjj glance of the ste§mcr ais she glided upon 
the glassy surface of the unruffled 'Loch, or saw the ad¬ 
venturous iiourist wending his qjpet way to the top of the 
great Ben Lomond. After a little time we emerged upon an 
open valley, and th* beaut} and sublimity of the surround¬ 
ing scenery burst uobn our yiew id all its glory. Our 
dotention was, if possible, to reach the comfortable inn at 
Inverury. * 
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When we reached the place, thousands were walkir® 
about, most thoroughly enjoying its beauties; for the steamer 
had just arrived and disembarjced its living masses of men, 
women, and children, who had c^nte from Glasgow and 
the neighbouring places to enjoy thetoselves, having a 
couple of hours given them to stroll about before they 
returned. We asked one of the m^ connected with the 
boat if they came^every day; his answer was, “ Eveet 

LAWFUL DAY I” 

How pleasantly this fell ujion our ears; it was a sweet 
homage to the sgcred day.of rest, liailroads and Sunday 
travelling for pleasure had not then made such awful 
progress as in these guilty days of ours. Now we tremble 
for our beloved country,/or, verily, we believe the observance 
or non-observance of the Lord’s day is a bardhieter by 
which her^peace and prosperity, her degradation and ruin, 
may be accurately measured. But Vc are tauntingly told 
by the infidel and, his minor satellites, that the Sabbath 
was made for man—yea, for his pleasurable enjoyment; be 
it so, but when was it so made ? When ? Why, when Adam 
was created, and came fresh and holy from the jflastic hand 
of his Maker. Then he found a Sabbath ready for his 
enjoyment, and* that enjoyment was then in entire con¬ 
formity to the will of the Creator; imd who can say but that 
the Sabbath was jtho first day^h^^pent on earth, and then 
how pure and holy wouM iJe his pleasure! But man has 
fallen, and, verily, he ‘*ijiust«b^ born again,” and that 
sjnritual life which he lost when he fislUmust be restored 
before he can know real enjoyment pp^«arth; and just 
in proportion as the Difine image is restored in the soul by 
the Holy Spirit'will be his,enjpyment. • 

It would, moreover, appear,’from the general tenor of the 
sacred Scriptures, that Jehovah c&Us thi^day His own, and 
that He is very jealous as*toit9*pprop<iation; and because 
we hear so little of it during the patriarchal dispensation 
•we argue it was graendly obs'esrred; and sfhen made 
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choice of the nation of the Jews among whom He would 
declare His love and mercy to a fallen world, we find its 
solemn recognition by Moses, and a continual mention of 
the day. Moteover,.it will be found that, as a nation, they 
either prospered, er were given over into the hands of their 
enemies to afflict, as they observed or dedpised the sacred 
day; and we fipd the Sabbath, as a day of rest, particularly 
mentioned in respect of the very soil they cultivated. The 
people, in their avarice artd forgctfuln^Sf of God, refused to 
let the laud lay fallow every seventh year; the consequence 
was, their captivity in Babylon^ till the very earth should 
have enjoyed that rest of which it had ■ been wickedly 
despoiled. And, in almost all the dealings of God with His 
chosen people upon the subjecj:. He seems to have dealt wit& 
them nationally; thus, He,^condescends to argue with them 
in a most' beautiful passage by the prophet Isaiah, in 
which He not only cbims the day as His ow’d, but pro¬ 
mises both temporal and spiritual, blessings upon its 
observance.^ 

Take down your Bible and read for yourself, Isaiah Iviii. 
13,14—‘t If thou turn away thy foot from the Sabbath, from 
doing thy pleasure on my holy day; and call the Sabbath a 
delight, the holy of the Lord, honourable; Und shall honour 
Him, not doing thine ojvn ways, nor finding thine own plea¬ 
sure, nor speaking tliine ovrp words: then shalt thou delight 
thyself in the Lord; Snd 1 will cause thee to ride upon the 
high places of the earth, and feed thee with the heritage of 
•Jacob thy father^; h>r t^p month of'the Lord hath spoken 
it.” And if we as a nation’are found fobbing God of His 
Sabbaths, let us' prepare for one of His sore judgments— 
“ war, jvistilence, or famine.” Here yre cannot help 
remarking, that the idea' seems to be that of a seventh day 
of rest, which seventh day should be consecrated to His 
service, honour, an<|[ 'glory.^* ^nd wb must confess to have 
no sympathy with that morbid philanthropy which pleads 
for “g.een fields,”—“thfe wr of heaven,**—or the “luxuries 
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of a Crystal Palace,”—for the enjoyment of the poor man on 
the Sabbath of the Lord.. That he should enjoy such 
things we are not only willing but anxious; but let the 
time be taken from the world. *The men who are most 
clamorous for such Sunday-pleasures art the very men who 
spend one, two* or three days every week in the public- 
house. Now, to such it would be a«dlear gain every way. 

We should be ^uitc content to leave the question, with 
all its eousequences, upon the sihiple command, of God, but 
we are aware there arc those who deny the authority 
of His word. iTo such we would say, “ Do you think you 
accomplish all your purpose by sending your tens of 
^thousands to seek health and rest in the pleasures of the 
world, on that holy ^day ? Do they find it ? Ask the 
foreman at the mill, the manufactory, or the wgrk-shop, 
and he will tell you that he has no confidence m such men, 
that he ever finds your ‘ Sunday-pleasure men’ are your 
‘ Saint Monday pen!’ • Seldom are they in their place, 
for they have proved that a day of sucA pleasure is the 
hardest day’s work of the seven !’i 

But, now look at the man who finds his pleasure and his 
rest in the house of God. His wife is early up to provide 
breakfast for ttie children, -who are anxiously waiting with 
smiling faces to be off to the Sabbath school; they spend 
quiet hoars in thein happy homes, reading anjd talking over 
God’s word and Godte ifays; they enjoy the services 
of the sanctuary, and thank Gpd, at the close of the happy 
day, for a Sabbath of pleasure an& rejt., The whole fam% 
enjoy calm and refreshing sleep, and th^ arise with re¬ 
newed vigour of body %nd mind to be among the first and 
the happiest ahthe mill orJ;he work-shop. We have strayed 
from our original purposej 'but trust the vast importance 
of the subject at the presen* .rnomant will plead our 
excuse. We leave ^e*rqfnv“der*jf* our walk for the* 
beginning of our next paper. 


M.»B. 
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“DON’T CRY, MA.” 

“ Of such is the kingdom of heaven.’’ 

Youmg and anxious TOothers! do you not sometimes, in 
pressing those little ones that God hath given yon more 
close than is usual to your throbbing bosoms, think, 
“ What if I should I8se my babe 1 —what would become of 
it?—how should I ever train another, in the fond hope to 
meet it in glory?” Listen. < 

Mary Emma - was born in M-. Her fond 

parents in infancy dedicated her to the Lo'/d, praying that 
she might become a follower of the meek and lowly Jesus. 
She was a lively child, gentle in her manners, and beloved 
by all who knew her. As early as at two years of age, 
she loved "to hear her mother read to her about Jesus and 
his disciples; and about good men who had gone to be 
missionaries in heathiU lands; and about little children 
who had died, and gone to be with Jesus. Her mother 
often sang and prayed with her, and taught her such 
hymns as these,—“AnJ now another day is gone,”— 
“ Gentle Jtsus, meek and mild—of these she was very 
fond. She was regularly taken to the house of God, and 
this was a source of great delight to he‘r. She always 
appeared attentive there, and'would ask about the sermon 
and the hymns on her re^sn home. 

This beloved child ^vas suddenly seized with inflamma¬ 
tion on the lungs—and dthough ■the best medical advice 
Was sought, and cha'sge of air, all was of no avail, save for 
a time. The after she" was seized—November 8th, 
1850—a little playmate of hers, about her own age, was 
called away into eternity in a moment; Which led Mary 
Emma’s parents, with m|||e than usual solieiftide, to watch 
her declining strength. She grew weaker, bed was exceed¬ 
ingly patient, and even cheerful at'times. She used to 
talk to her ma about Jesus loving’little children; and 
would ftsk for ■%ome of he*' favourite hymus to be sung. 
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Those she liked best were,—“There is a happy land," 
and “ There is a land of pure delight.” AVhen very n«r 
her approaching end, one day, after remaining for some 
hours in a state of seeming insensibility, she op^d her 
eyes, and looking round with a sweet smile, said distinctly, 
'‘Don’t cry, mi.” And then gently and slowly her spirit 
passed the boundaries of our mortality, ajid found rest in 
the bosom of that Saviour she had, so early learned to love* 
She had, for almosl a year,^becil ripening for jthat gloiy, 
and she closed her infant career at the early age of fire 
years and one month. 

"Who can doubt, but the Great Shepherd of His flock on 
earth intended thereby to draw the hearts of the parents 
of this darling child floser to himself; and to show them 
their reward in nursing and,training this o«e. for the 
eternal kingdom, that^they might continue their “ work of 
faith and labour of love” with tbeir other children, and 
“ be not weary in jpell doing.” G. B. S. 

LETTERS FROM THE rftjRSERY.—No. 11. 

To the Editor of“ The Motherd Friend.” 

My nEAU Madam, —I would mentipn that, during the first 
few months of my baby’sjife,' I washed him night and morning 
with soap and tepid water. A» he grew older I put him in a 
bath, but not of pold.water, unlcjs during the heat of summer. 
Lately, I have found thal he<is Mteaj* desirous &> get into his 
bath in the evening, but often shrinks from tlie cold water in 
the morning. In sucla things, wbeie there is no special reasim 
to the contrary, nature seems to he the belt guide. I began very 
early to lay him down aw«ke, both at nigt|j:pad during the day. 
This habit was not established without a struggle, but I had 
less trouble than^those would suppose who have not tried. 

When he was strong enough to get out of his “ bassinet,” I 
put him in a crib, which I ^ould ^dvise every one to do who 
can procure one. To^is ^y it is & ^fe resting-place at noon, 
for my little man, and a very efl^tive pMion, when it is needful 
to resort to discipline.* I put him to bed, as near as I could, at* 
, the piffle time ever^ day, and nejef, if possiblp, brok^ into his 
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mid-day sleep, wliich we continae to the present time. This 
day-sleep greatly tends to strengthen the body and tranquillise 
the mind. I shall continue it as long as I can. It gives me, 
also, a qijiet hour or two in the middle of the day, without which 
I should not now have time to write to you. I have gone into 
houses where the mother or the grandmother, was worried for 
hours to get the child to sleep, and perhaps, just as it went off, 
some noise or interruption awoke the little creature. I have 
known others where the child went to bed when it was sleepy; 
perhaps, sometimes, not till three or four in.the afternoon, and 
then would not go to bed at night; but this is miserable workl 

As soon as I thought my child could at all understand me, I 
began to pray by his side after he was in bed; now he generally 
asks me to “ pray God,” and names all his relations and my 
fnends to be prayed for. I have tided, ns much as I could, to, 
make him understand something of God, as the Creator of all 
things, Gjver of all things, and our Preserver and Friend. I 
have bought for him a little picture-book, called “ Little Mary’s 
Scripture Lessons.” Ile^is very fond oi’this book, and I some¬ 
times show him Adam, Eve, Cain, and Abel, when he is in bed, 
and tell him a little about them. * ' r 

In the morning, he is always made to be still while his pupa 
prays, and I have reason toithink he knows and listens to what 
is said, and remembers it. We always pray for him that God 
would give him n new heart, that he may love Jesus, that he 
may learn to be obedient, &c.; and when we conclude, he some¬ 
times says, of his own accord, “ If you please, God, take the 
naughty out of my heui-t, anfl take me to Heaven some 
day, to be with Jesus.” I know that he cap understand but 
little of what this implies} stiil, it Is something that he should 
early learn to ask it. He often spontaneously thanks God for 
his food, and if he thinks We tave forgotten to ask a blessing 
before''a meal, he 'says —“ Papa, you haven’t prayed.” I 
merely mention there, things to showhow very early children 
take notice, and how soon good habits may be formed and good 
thoughts suggested. „■ Hannah. 

NOTICES^ OF BOOKS. 

Youth's Magazine, ^ew ^SeHes. London Houlston. 

A very old and valued^end, in' rother a hew dress, but as attrac- 
. tive as ever. 

Do not gn to the London: Allen. 

A usefnl and che^ little book, addressed to Ssbbath-scbool children. 





THE LAST BLOW.—No. IV. 

As soon as Larrj returned to ^is dinner, wl^ch was 
ready on the table for him by* the, time he entered, 
Margery closed the door, saying, "Now, then, Larry, you 
will believe what I am going to fell you. Last night, 
Janet’s brother, who lives with Farther Nott, brought her 
a bag full of som^hing, and a *fine piece of bacon, and a 
great i)ie, and I ^ou’t kifow what besides! No wonder 
people can fat j)igs, and keep a good table, and have any 
thing they have a fancy* to ;• but truth will out. I hate 
deceivers—I do.” “ Aisy, aisy, Mrs. Carr, darlint; why 
•ye’re judge and jury too, woman; don’t ye owe respect to 
one who loved yer b6y well enough to risk he* own life ? 
May be Farmer Nott made her a present.” Ah, I dare 
say, indeed—that’s n6t likely, I’rrj sure; though I don’t 
know much about them, for they are new comers,” 

just then Janef entered, and Margery started as if she 
had seen a ghost! " Sure now,’^’ said Larry, " ye’re as 

light and swift as a swallow’s wing. I did not^see ye pass 
the window, and I was glinting that way too.” “ I have 
only brought in a bit of pudding, to try if dear little 
Johnny can eat it. Mj* brother brought me some arrow- 
root, last evening, and many other things, from Farmer 
Nott, who had hfeaicl of th« atc*de»t.” “ Ah, that makes 
me bethink, Mrs. Brown,” said Larry, “ I met with Jack 
Barnett at our'mill t»-day, and he was talking that ye’re 
kith and kin to the farmer—is th*at true /” “ Why, *yes,” 

replied Jauet, “in a m/buer it Is true ,-*lbf he married my 
cousin, and he always says we are so much ali^e that he 
must care a littlh about mS.aud mine ; and, hearing of the 
accident, be sent my brother Viyiam, who lives with him, 
with his arms full 4 ^ gpod ,things» to ask for me and • 
Johnny.” 

Larry walked bpskly towards 4he window, giviag a sly 
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look at his' wife, who was biting her lips, and addressing 
Janet he said, with an arch look, “ Ye make rily heart so 
lightsome, that if the colleen Were not sick I should dance 
to the tune of St. Patrick’s day in the morning,” “You 
do not look well,” ,said ‘Janet, addressing Margery. " i 
am not well,” she replied; “ I was awake all night, and 
the lack of a night’s^ rest always makes me ill, and tfie 
fright of the accident, too, had something to do with it. 
But how are you ? ” she tadded, in a ilijpre softened Toice 
than usual. “lam better, thknk yov^.; my hand is sore 
and my h^d aches, but it is a mercy ’tis no worse ; the 
dear boy and I might both have been dead.” “Ah, thin,” 
exclaimed the honest, grateful Larry, " good luck to the 
day ye came here for a neighbour, Mrs. Brown; sure the ‘ 
blessed suij shines brighter where ye'are entirely, for many 
a cloud ye chase away.” 

Before the, evening,closed in, Margery was really ill, 
fatigue and excitement had rendered her unable to proceed 
with her domestic duties, and she went to bed at an early 
hour. The he.vt' day sl^c was still poorly, but able to 
attend to hfr family. In the afternoon a Sabbath-school 
teacher called to ask the reason of little Lizzy not being in 
her class. “ Take a seat, ma’am,” said Margery. “ I 
really began to think, Mrs. Carr,” said the lady, “that the 
child must be ill; only that we sometipes see her late in 
the afternoon,' when she tells me sjie feelk well, but she 
looks unhappy.” “Why, you see, ma’am, I want her 
help a little on the Sunday* mornings-*! like to get a hot 
dinner' for my husband.” “ Did you read the little book 
called a ‘ Lette^'’ Mrs. Carr, tha't- I sent you on this 
subject, wr^ten by the Editor of The Mothers’ Friend f ” 
“Why, yes, Larry read it- to me, and wanted me to give 
up warm dbners jn Sundays, but I cannot get into that 
way." “ How does yojjr neigl^bonr mar^age? She is always 
in her place in the house of dod, and her children are 
always in time aj, school; they seem very, worthy people.” 
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“As to thirt, ma’am, those who know them best conld tdl 
most, but some folks would deceive the very angels with 
their soft speeches and purified looks. I don’t want to 
say any thing about my neighboiys; but I don’t like ladies 
to be taken in; but for the matter of’that, they are very 
well off, I suppose.” “Indeed!” said the lady, looking 
surprised, “ I was told, if it were ^ot for some relative of 
Mrs. Brown’s, wl |0 is very kind to her, they would have 
some difficulty to live in anything like comfort; but I 
like to find out character for myself, remembering who has 
said, ‘ By their fruits ye shall know them.’ I hope you 
will read the little 'Letter' over again, Mrs. Carr, and 
bear in mind the solemn meeting you will have with your 
family at the bar of Qod. Yon will have much to do with 
their happiness or misery. Do try to send yo*ur children 
regularly to the Sabl^ath school.” Saying this, the lady 
took her leave and knocked at Jaubt's cottage. 

'* How are ygu, Mrs. Brovra ? ” she asked, as she 
entered. “ I called to inquire for you, and to tell you how 
pleased we all are with the g»od conduct and regn’jf 
attendance of your ch.iMrer.. It is qmte a pleasure to have 
them in one’s class.” “ I am glad to hear you say so, 
ma’am j I was once Subday-school girl myself, and I 
feel the advantage of it tO this* day. Many a thought 
I got there coiues back to he|p,nje train my children, and I 
am anxious th^ sboflld have the same advantages, and 
many thanks to the .teacher for Joking the trouble to teach 
them.” • “ You are very welcome, Mrs.*Brown, and«I wish 
they could persuade the little ones nesi ^«or to accompany 
them early to school! There are sad complaints about 
them.” Jane’frwas silen<« Pn her work-tabl#lay a well- 
worn Bible, and the lady.thought of that passage—“ Love 
thinketh no evil.” At length, !lan|t remarked, "None of 
us come up to what is re*quirld of usj .ma’am. I only wish 
I could he more lik4 the Saviour; the time will soon come,* 
1 often think, when we, witfi our children, must look 
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pternity in the face, and go in there to meet the Judge, 
whether we are ready or not.’’ As the Sabbath-school 
teacher left Janet’s neat cottage, she thought, “What a con¬ 
trast hare I beheld! ”• 


SONS FROM HOME.—H. 

A MOTHER BF.MEMBBRED XH THE LAND OF GOLD. 

Have you a son from home, mother ? TJoes he carry in 
his recollection your early and holy teaching—your pious 
counsel—your consistent and good example—treasures of 
Scripture truth that you taught him, and your earnest and* 
constant prayers? 'I’hen be encouraged to hope he will 
yet be found-among the redeemed of the Lord in the great 
gathering-day. A fricijd, writing to'us on this iilteresting 
subject, gives us the following heaft-stirying account:— 

“ I was one day,” he says, “ conversing with a youth 
just returned froto the ‘ Antipodes I was much pleased 
with the sipiplicity of his narration, as he referred to the 
temptations surrounding him in the land of gold! He was 
the son of a widow—a Christian widowed mother! who, in 
many a midnight hour, had, breifthed forth her fervent 
solicitations for her sailor-boy—little im,aginiDg, that even 
while she wa’s yet spenlcifl^ and graying, that gracious 
Spirit to whom she appealed was at that, very moment 
powerfully working wjth his secret fdelings, and restrain¬ 
ing him fiom a course which mi|^ht have involved him 
in all the perils* df a colonial prison, and brought his 
mother’s l^eart with sorrow to the grave; . ‘ My appren¬ 
ticeship,’ said he, as we got Into the subject, ‘had ceased, 
and I was justly entitled fe) my ‘liberty; but colonial law 
siecreed that I rnhs^ ‘return, to •Engiand to -procure my 
.indentures, thus' compelling me to servp six months beyond 
tny engagement I resoked to abscond. Many of the 
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crew had already gone, and others were prepared to go 
with me; but, just as my plans were matured, the recollec¬ 
tion of my MOTHEtt so powerfully pressed on ray thoughts, 
t'kat, knowing it would grieve heu, J abandoned the scheme. 
A few more weeks passed by m the excitement of the 
country. I Sought and obtained leave to visit the Diggings 
and return to Sydney. Again the*ardept desire to escape 
my bondage came over me. I’pondered the injustice 
of my employqj^, and felt that it would not be matter 
of much difficulty to elude* the pursuit of the Colonial Police; 
then once njore I determined to “ bolt!” My clothes 
I placed with a person on whom I could rely; provided 
myself with the money necessary for my purpose; and.now, 
on the eve of my departure, sat quietly down to consider 
the probable requirements of the future. No*sponer had I 
retired for this purpose when the recollections of home 
revived— I tlioughl of my mc^tiier!— ^The ship would 
return!—No soq to bg found! She would ask about him! 
“ He ran away *n Sydney, and had not been heard of since,” 
would be the reply! I thougjjit of the agony such uncer-, 
tainty would occasion her! The long period that would 
pass before I could possibly relieve it! The distress and 
sorrow of my dear McytEB, brothers, and sisters! All 
these reflections caifie doyrn so powerfully on my spirit 
that, overcome by them, solemnly resolved to incur no 
such responsibility, Jrut»d(?nJrWself—preserve my charac¬ 
ter—and return hoine in my ship! My clothes I left 
where I had placed them,^^nd^I feel more and more 
gratified contimially that I was enabled to make and keep 
such a resolution 1’ ” 

Now, though our young friend has not sj remembered 
his mother’s prayers *an^ early teaching as at once to 
yield up himself to Clod, yet majj we not hope that a 
heart so susceptible ef ^iqapressJbp, * and a will prepated 
for so much self-denial, may, at another period, fall beneath 
God’s converting grace, and rievote the^e pleasing, hopeful 
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disposUions of heart to the honour and praise of his 
GcMt Redeemer! 

■Christisn Mothera! Pray without ceasing; thou knowest 
.not wbiclv shall prospers cast thy bread upon the waters, 
it ^11 be seen after many days. Care for the sons of 
other mothers who are around yon, and hope'on ever. 


forg;veness. 

“ tv HEN on the fragrant sandal pee 
The woodman's axe descends. 

And she, who bloomed so tjeauteouslj’’. 
Beneath the keen stroke bends, 

E’en on the edge that wrought her death, 
Dying slie breathes her sweetest breath. 

As if to token in her fall, 

Peace to her foes, and lore to all. 

• 

How hardly m%n this lesson learns. 

To smile and bless the hand that<sgum3. 

To see the blow and feel the pain, 

Bui render only ||}ve again! 

T^is spirit not to earth is given. 

One had it! but He came from heaven. 
Reviled, rejected, and betrayed. 

No curse He breathed, «o pjaint He made; 
But when in de^h’s deep pang He sighed, 
ft-ayed for His murderers, and dyed!” 


THE BIBLE, AND TH]^ BRITISH. AND'FOREIGN 
BIBLE SOCIETY. . 

■We must give Sdr^reader^ a word**bout the Jubilee of 
Dus noble institution. The British and Foreign Bible 
.Society has now existed seven limis seven years. It has 
entered on its first Jijbilee, b glorious beginning it bad 
oa the 7tii> 8th, and of la,et montjei’ An open Oom- 
a^ttee meeting was Md in tie*room whore the Socirty 
Ibrni^ in IgOi. A splendid meeting was held next 
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day ia Exeter HttiiL, and oa the dajr following* the Ardii- 
bishop of Canterbory cached a oowmemoration sermon 
ia St. PanI’s Cathedral. Every meeting was crowded, and 
the best spirit pervaded them. It is hoped, that by means 
oi this Jubilee very great things will be done towards 
filling the earth, with -Bibles. We intend to give some 
forther aeeount of this Society next m<)pth. Reader, have 
you a Bible ? Do you read it ? UnJtrstaiMest thou what 
thou readest ? 


THE YOUNG WIFE’S RECOLLECTION OF HER 
FATHER’S HOME, 

A YOUNG lady, the child of pious parents, had arrived at 
years of maturity, apparently without having any ^utary 
impressions made on her mind either by the instructions 
she had received, or the examples she had witnessed. In 
this state of mindashe received the addresses of a gentle¬ 
man destitute of religion, and who probably had not pos¬ 
sessed her early advantages. He was moral, respectable, 
and honourable in social life, and had no idea that anything 
more was necess^. In due«time they were married. 

The worth of any blei^in^ is often best taught by its 
loss. The very first day of her residence in the house of 
her husband the yotftig lady, v«S* «^uck with.horror and 
distress at the omission of “ Family Pbayers and the 
family separated* at night, *aud nlet.in the morning, and no 

Bible ” tvas called for, no exgreSSionsW gratitude offered 
for protection and refreslfcnent through ti# night, no sup- 
plicatioD :for provision, direction, and support through the 
day. She felt deSbiate and wncamfprtable; and tbht wfaidh 
she had so long disregardad fti the house of her fatjier 
seemed now absolut^ essential tn ^if comfort. 'Ehe 
defimency was the means of Si’s%kening. in her mind de^ 
and aerioos eenriwtioBB of her gyilt in havu^ Ifeiled to 
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improve ^the privileges with which she had so long been' 
favoured. She was led to tremble at the awful state of 
guilt and danger as a sinner before God. She humbly 
and earnestly sought mercy through the blood of the cross, 
and ibund joy and peace in believing. Now, the instruc¬ 
tions and admonitions of her pious parents, which had so 
long seemed to he like good seed rotting beneath the clod, 
began to spring up and yield fruit. She said, "TnEGon 
OF MV I'ARENTS SHALL BE MY GoD,” iFld sho gRVe hcrself Up 

to llira in a covenant, never to be forgotten. She could 
not now be insensible to the best interests of her husband 
and family. These became matters of deep solicitude and 
fervent prayer. Her pious endeavours were blessed; her 
husband was awakened to discern the things that bclongsd 
to his everlasting peace, and was made a partaker of the 
grace'of God in truth. 'Their household was soon num¬ 
bered among those in whose tabernacles is heard the voice 
of rejoicing and salvation. They became eminently pious, 
exemplary, and useful characters, ‘a.id trained up their 
children in the nurture and admonition of the Lord. 

Christian parents! it is sometimes your grief that you 
cannot give your children grace; but this you can do, 
and see that it is faithfully done: Let your daily prac¬ 
tice and example lodge in their hearts a conviction that 
religion is a sacred, a-needful, and a delightful thing; that 
it is the rule of your.conduct and source of your happi¬ 
ness, and that it is a wretched and miserable thing to be 
without it. Then may ‘you hope that,' sooner or later, 
these divine inf ueaces which you can pray for, though you 
cannot comman^, will give vitality to your long-neglected 
instructions and examples, and that the children over 
whom you have long moprn°d as aliens from God shall 
become a seed to serve Him. „ 

.The happy wnpression produced on the mind of this 
young lady would not have occurred in the case of a young 
person brought up in a family where domestic worship was 
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made light of, irregularly engaged in, or caused to yield to 
the claims of worldly business, pleasure, or convenience. 
The responsibility of heads of families in this particular 
cannot be too often pressed on their attention. 


LETTERS FROJI THE NURgERY.—No. III. 

My dear MADAit, —It seems to be of tlie first importance 
tp try early to n^jflcc our children obedient. We should, I 
think, make but fejv rules, *but these should be' carried out. 
I will give you an example or two of what I have found eftee- 
tual with ray litfle boy. 

In the summer he was very fond of playing in the front 
garden. It is cheerful to see the people pass—to watch Ihe 
dogs and ])igs, and horses and can-iages ; hut almost everybody 
left the gate open, and ^Yillia would nm into tlia road. He 
was reproved once or twice, forl)idden to do so, and assured 
that, if h» did, he woaW be punished. Soon after he dropped 
his boll down the steps into the forbidden road, and ran after 
it. I fetclied himiif, and'corrected him ; but not long after I 
found him at the bottom of the steps again. Aggin I corrected 
him. Since thou, he has had the r*m of the place, and if, by 
accident, he drops his htill into the road, he will (yine to me to 
pick it up for him rather than break bounds. 

When winici; set in, I felt»fenrful of the fires. I, of course, 
use every precaution ; hgt sCll, cliildren are apt to get to the 
fire if you watch tlumi over sosmueh* So, the first day the fire 
was lighted, I said-»-“Now, Wjilie, you must never go on the 
mg'.” llis papa said —% 1 think fie i#too younglo understand or 
remember such^an injunction ; you will always be punishing him 
for transgressing.” F replied, ‘'At all events, I can but try.” 
Every morning, w;heu I brought 'him hlofrn stairs, I repeated 
ray rule, and, for a day or two, appartjpyy without success. 
Before long, however, T found out the reason to be that he did 
not understand jne. He sa|d one day—“ Mamma, js it naughty 
to go on a rug? What is arug^ • Is ita carpet? ’’ I explained 
the matter to him, and frtJm thattime I have never Bern him 
put his foot on it, s^He .will go rSug^ Sio table rather that) 
attempt to cross it; and eBreif when, Jiis papa forgets, and 
would draw him over to him, be cannot be induced to set fai^ 
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foot on it. Pussy sometimes takes refuge there, and Willie uses 
every little artifice to tempt Iser away, bat never goes on the 
&rbidden ground to fetch her. . 

While speaking of the fire, I would say, on no account 
shoulc^a child be allowed to take anything off the mantel-shelf, 
neither by means of a (fliair nor any other way. It is one of 
the faults for which correction should always' be administered. 
Better this than have your child burned to death. I have 
heard of a boy scalded to death in a nursery, where two ser¬ 
vants and his brothers and sisters were present, and where there 
was a high fender. The'kettle was on' the fire; the little 
fellow placed a chair on one side of the fireplace to reach some¬ 
thing, lost his balance, fell within tlie guard, overturned the 
kettle, and was scalded to death ! ‘ 

There is one other precantion well worthy of attention. 
Biscard the cotton pinafores for the winter, or, at least, let them' 
only be used at meal times, and always taken off before leaving 
the table. Have you such a thing as an old black or dark 
stuff or merino gown? One breadth will make a pinafore for 
a child of two years old; three brcadflis will make two for an 
older child. Last winter I made two, which lasted my little 
boy through the cold season. I cut offofte strip for the body, 
and divided 4he rest of tiie breadth iuto two, and made a round 
pinafore; a little coloured braid made it look very neat, and 
this will not easily take fire. Try it, young mother. 

Hannah. 


A PARADISI.VCAL DAY. 

The air was fresh from heaven’s own hand—the biipcze 
blew gently, and came p^fnmed witlj the sweets of Eden’s 
balmy bowers—'tlif new sun shone mildly—the birds 
carolled merrilyiejrt^e beasts gamboled forth their happiness 
—the earth was glad, and all nahire sang the praises of 
Him who had pronounced it,goed. 

Down yonder shady glade psssed two immortals, new 
from the plastic '^and Kif their Creator—happy in each 
other’s love, and enibying te the full the love of Him who 
made them. Natural a»d spiritual life was theirs—they 
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were capable of enjoying the biiss which the cSntcmplation 
of nature in all its freshness was cakukted to give—they 
could admire and adore; but, aboTe all, they could love 
and serve their Creator with all their heart. No wandering 
thoughts were known to thorn—itheir worship was pure, 
perfect—they jnovcJ with a happiness all unknown in 
after times. , 

All creation rose to do them homage—?the majestic lion 
trotted by their si«fe, while, fronj his large full eye, beamed 
forth his submis'sion and‘Lis love. The tiger and the 
leopard bounded ^own the greensward, and then turning 
with delighted ecstasy, locrtiing them full in the face, seemed 
to say,“ Wc rejoice and participate in your happiness.” Then 
«also might be seen the graceful little squirrel jumping from 
branch to branch, then bounding on the back of a colossal 
elephant, whilst the great sagitcious animal seemed to feel 
the gcnerpl joy; and then mingling with the multitude was 
the little lamb, frolicking witli a heart which knew no fear, 
rushing lieeiilossly’before ti;e oj)en mouth of the lion, 
manifesting no terror at his roar! The birds, too, were 
there, singing tlieir perfect song, with (be redbreast resting 
by the golden eagle! Th.o trees—the shrubs—were green 
and lovely, bsyond onr present knowledge—the fruits rich 
and luscious, such as w# iia\e never looked upon—Nature 
was all herself, and the gread Creator had pronounced all 
“ very good.” * 

Suddenly a change took place, sorrowful and sad. The 
sky was black fritli clpuifs—the wand roared and shook the 
trees fearfully—an.d the solid earth sebmtd troubled, while 
the very nature of all ^lie animal cre*tim was instantly 
altered. Fear and terror were seen in some—in others, 
savageness and •ferocity. -ATieviaoekncss and l#ve which 
once swelled and beamed]* iVJm the e 3 ’e of the lion, and 
tiger, now flashed d^pair and malice^ ^on the immortal 
pair as they returned dejeote'd and l^rrified. New and 
strsBige .passions worked wiihin, and as they passed between 



72 


THE NEGe6 IIOTHEB. 


the foliagS they started with terror at the falling of a 
seared leaf, conscious of misery. 

Then spiritual life was gone—they were spiritually dead 
—the sentence had gone forth, "the day thou eatest 
thereof thou shalt die ”—sin had entered our world, and 
death by sin. Dread forebodings took possession of their 
minds—in the awful moment a voioe was heard, which 
opened up a ray of- hope—the seed of the woman shall 
bruise the head of the .serpent, bntr-he shall bruise his 
heel. Tten, in anger, they ti’ere driven from the garden 
of Eden by their Maker and their GoS. Utterly helpless, 
they leave the bliss of Paradise, nor could they, by any 
effort of their own, recover their spiritual life. Their sons 
and daughters were born in their own image, destitute of 
spiritual life, and their natural life* altered, and no longer 
obedient to the first law 'of its creation. AVild and un¬ 
governable passions shook and deformed the nobfe structure, 
which threatened its total destruction. Power of self- 
healing there was none. 

Now bc^an the mighty warfare which was to wage 
through all time—the' flesh lusting against the spirit, 
■and the spirit against the flesh. "These being contrary 
the one to the other, ye cannot do the things that ye 
would.” “Verily, verily, I shy ijuto you, except a man be 
born again, he cannot See the kingdom of God ; and that 
which is horn of the ^las^^^^■s flesh, atftl that which is horn 
of the Spirit is spirit.” “ God s6 loved the world that He 
gave His only begotten. Son, that whosoever believeth Jon 
Hiia should not "perish, but have everlasting life.-” 

M. B. 


*THE NEGKO 'MOTHER.—No. HI. 

^'.Tbe miserable past was forfirottew^ as sbe looked for the happier 
- future.” 

We will now follow Judith’s boy, and see how he be¬ 
haves^ as he sails along towards his new home. When 
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the sailor presented him to Mrs, Dare, he Sad but very 
little clothing on, so that some of the ladies on board set 
to work to make him suitable dresses. The little fellow 
became a great favourite on board,,and the rough sailors 
would often nurse him for hours,»deligjJjtedIy observing his 
merry gambols. At length, through the kind care of Him 
who commands the winds and the waves, they arrived 
safely in England. A nurse was provided for littlej^Robert, 
as the black bowwas called, and Mrs. Dare watched over 
him with all the tenderness of a mother. Before he could 
walk, she used to take him to her room every day, and 
place him in a chair, while she bowed in prayer for him 
and for herself; and, as soon as his tiny feet could trot along 
by her side, he would lead the way to the same chair and 
lisp his prayer to TKm who blessed such, whilp a pilgrim 
in our world. Letters were dften sent Judith an& Sara, to 
tell them of their son, and the negro mother often wished 
that an opportunity \vnnM offer for her to visit the white 
*man’s home. 

When Itohcrt was four years of age, he was lent to school, 
and his lessons were as readily acquired as,any of the 
white boys there. One day, when he came home from 
school, he ran intd the parlour, and, taking Mrs. Dare’s 
hand, looking sorrowfijlly Into her face, he said, " Shall I 
be a black boy in heaven,*ma’afii ? 1 hope I shan’t!” 
“ Well, my boy, ybu need, hlEc* tfp fears on that point,” 
replied his friend, “ lor the Bible says, we shall be as the 
angels of God if we;go‘to hettvejj, and no doubt they are 
very beautiful.” . “Well, thcil, I hope white skhi will 
grow on me there, andTthat I may have ■fee long hair, like 
yours !” “ Why are you so anxious about this, my child ?” 
asked iftrs. Dare, smiling, •^^’^hy, because t often see 
the boys touch one another,‘to look at me, and theik they 
laugh, and say my^air is only WoqJ^ l3ce a sheep’s back,, 
and then they call me ‘ Blade* Bob,’ they do ; and I wish, 
my face could be made white Ijke yours, that I dp, for it 
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makes me tky sometimes. Tbe master said, ‘ Don’t csy, 
Robert, you are a good little fellow,’ but I am not always 
good like yon,—I am naughty, you know, often; but I 
sbonld like to be always good, and go to heaven. I sup¬ 
pose, gentle Jesus will love me all the same for my black 
skin; won’t He?” “-Yes, my dear boy;* He made you, 
and loves you, and those rude boys did not remember that 
they were reproaching Him when they found feult with the 
colour of your face; but yen must try t(7 follow the example 
of the Savidur, who never railed agaiu, but prayed for those 
who treated him unkindly.” “ Well, that’s odd, too! I 
like to pray for you and master, and father and mother, 
and Martha, down stairs, because she doesn’t call me black; 
but I don’t like to pray for James Brown, nor Henry White,' 
nor Charles Adams, that I don’t!” ' “ I am very sorry to 
hear you talk so, my little Robert, because it tells me that 
you are very unlike the Redeemer. If he had acted thus 
towards us, when He lived in His glory in heaven, we shoul(| 
all have gone down ' 

“ To darkness, fire, and chains,” 

as your little hymn says; for everybody who lived in the 
world,—all the white people «nd all the bkek people,— 
were his enemies, and very few cared for Him when He 
lived like a poor man among us; and when He was on the 
cross dying for them, they all ran away from Him ; only 
His poor mother, and two or three others, stood by to look 
at Him.” "Well, that was veVy unkind, then,” said the child, 
as a tear trickled 6veV his dark face. “ I would have stood 
there all the time if >I had been aliv^.” “ I do not think you 
would, my little man, if I may judge from what ^ou have 
said to m*e, for I think if'tme’Of the tall'Roman soldiers 
had aalled you a ‘ Galilean,’ you'would have been as angry 
as you were in ^be.sq}^o(^ to-day with..^*he rade boys, and 
then you would have gone Back to hide among tbe i»owd, 
lest yoi| shoidd have had,to bear reproach for Hie dying 
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&Tioiir’s sake.” “ Well, then, I will try to praj for the 
boys who call me Black Bob,—that I will.” " Do, my 
dear, but you must ask the Saviour to send His Holy 
Spirit to help you, or you will stop inutile middle of yeur 
prayer, or say what you do not feel.” “ Mi, then, I will 
try ; and will jmu pray too ? I should like to be like the 
Saviour,—that I should.” 


MATERITAL ASSOCIATIONS. 

IllRMINGifAM llnA^ftl^ES CONTINtJBD. 

Bordesley Street Branch .—The meetings Lave been kept up 
with interest and regularity, and it is hoped that most’who 
attend find that an hour spared from their worldly concerns is 
not time lost. Tlie voice of prayer, alhends from the* little 
.community; and though it is still hut the day of small things, 
the superintendent takes courage in the assurance tliat it will 
not be despised by God.. Vajions efforts are made by the 
members who are tratS; distributors, to draw others to the 
Mothers’ Meetings, saying, “Come with us, and wSw'ill do 


fou good.” 

Number of members.•.. 26 

Average attendance . f.... 14 


Number «f Mothers’ Friends •s.ni. Magazines sold 240 

Garrison Lane Branch —Fortnigihtly tneetings have been 
regularly held. The objects of the Association are becoming 
better understood by the classmf mothers ’#ho assemble at this 
station, and those Tyho know, the value pf such means most 
cheerfully co-operate and a*ist the supeiintendent, by enlisting 
the attention of others, and procuring suSscribera for Tffe 
Mothers’ Friend and Magazihes. • 

Number of members at this Branch.... 60 

- Number of attendants, average .. iSS 

Number of Mothers’ Friends ■and Magazines 

disposed of. 1>.. 600 

Lectures to Young ^omem”.Boy' OS 

Bahall Heath Branch .—Fortnightly meetings have been 
Tegsk‘''ly hours spent in ths^ havebeej^marked^jy 
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earnest anxiety for mutual improvement in Christian intelligence 
upon matcma! obligation and responsibility. A happy inter¬ 
change of thought, with a'view of inciting and encouraging 
each other in the work of training, has imparted an unusual 
decree of interest m 4he meetings. 


N umber of members now in the Assoftiation .... 66 

Number of ZJlie Mothers’ Friend and Magazines 

disposed ofi*.1,800 

Number of the Rey. J. A. Jnmesis “ Lectures to 

.Young Women” ...» .*. 423 

Average attendance at the meetiflgs. .30 

Total number of meetings held dm*ng the year 120 
Total number of members in the Association.... 282 

_ Total number of The Mothers’ Friend and Ma¬ 
gazines disposed of .2,720 


Total number of(i,e Rev. .T. A. James’s “ Lectures 

to Young Women” sold.. 2,002 

P.S.—The departed one rcferr(?d to at the commencement of 
this Report paid a visit to Tamw'orth, a few months before her 
depth, where she inspired some Christian mothci’s with earnest 
desires for Mothers’ Meetings, and helped them in the formation 
of an Association bef«rc her return home. This Association hass 
continued, and I enclose a copy of their Report which they sent 
to be read at our Annual Meeting jjesterday. 


CARE FOB. 5KBE OUTCASTS.—No. IV. 

“ Grievous, indeed, must be the burden that shall outweigh innocence 
• andhdalth.” 

‘ We will now tell you-a little of the history of some of 
those for whftn we plead, at. least as far as may be pro¬ 
fitable to mothers and daughters. May each read and 
ponder—resolve, and ^e aroused to action. The first tale 
'is quickly tol^, for tbe young offender was soon held by 
the stern hand of justipe until passed beyond the seas for 
crimes detected. She was only a young girl of fifteen, but 
oW in the ways ot sin and wickedness- The exceUent 
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matron of the establishment where this young creature 
rested until the time of her .departure from her country 
arrived, told us the sad tale. This kind Christian woman 
was anxious to ascertain the pathijaj^ of the youthful 
■ transgressor, and fearful was the revelStion! On the 
matron asking her of her early history she replied :— 

“ You have been kind to me, ma’ani,»*and I will tell you 
all the truth. It wa^my mother, ma’am,” continued the 
poor child, “it was tny mothq,r who led me into bad ways 
' at first. She used tw send me for a pennyworth of gin 
very often. She sent me for it in a tua-pot, to make 
believe I was sent for hot w'atcr; but it was gin, ma’am. 
So after I had been fetching it for some long time, J used, 
to taste it! Then I got ,to like it. Then I wanted some. 
So I used to get a penny where I,could, and buy a*penny- 
worth for myself. Then^ ma’am, I stole to buy more, and 
at last I was caught for shop-lifting,® and brought here. 
This is all true, ma'qp.” • 

The good matron ascertained that this was jndeed a 
. faithful account given by this poor child. Mothers! avoid 
the first step in evil—the first false step in training your 
dear children. What » fearful account will the mother of 
this transported gfrl have to lender to the Judge of the 
whole earth on the last great.day!. If you would avoid 
her doom, avoid her example. We^shall next give you a 
more lengthened account of another. Mater. 


A STORY FOR OUR JUVENILE FRIiatBS.—No. III. 

THE LITTLE GIRL WHO WANTED TO KNOW EVERTTHING. 

Just then tbe prayer-bell rang.^aad in a few minutes the 
children and servants were all seated aroifpd their father, 
who waited with the Bible o|)en before hint while every one 
repeated a text of Scripture. Then Heilry gave out that 
pretty hymn— 
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“ My God who makes tlie sun to know, 

His proper hour to rise; 

And to give light to all below, 

Doth send him round the skies.” 

The eldest boy bbgan the tune, and all united in this, 
song of praise. After this the father read a short portion 
of Scripture, and>. asked questions on it, which were an¬ 
swered by the children and servants in turn. Mrs. Mild 
then took the children to her own'room, where she read 
and prayed with them. The Scripture that came in order* 
that day was the nineteenth chapter of Job. 

As the children were returning to the school-room little 
Minny lingered by her mother’s side. “ Well, Minny, run 
off to your studies, dear,” said Mrs. Mild. “ I just wanted 
first tq ask you about the chapter we have been reading, 
ma; I don’t understand it; the Saviour was not born, was 
He, when Job wag alive?” “'No, certainly not, dear.” 
‘‘"Well, then, how could He makp Job? and how could 
Job know Him?” “You must remember, dear, that the 
Saviour is God as v^ell as man; and although He made 
everytlyng in the world, yet He had not made a body fia 
Himself at the time Job was a%e; yet Job believed in 
Jesus, as did all the good people who lived before He came 
down as a little babe in Bethlehem, Do yon understwid it 
better now?” ‘‘Yes, ma, only Job Jiad not seen Him, had 
he ?” “ No, dear ;cnof’ Have ycu, have yon ?” ‘‘ No, ma, 

certainly not; but I should like to have seen Him ; and I 
say to myself sometinfes in the nul-sery— 

‘I wish ..that His hands had been placed o* my head, 

That Hi's arms had been thrown around me, 

And that I might have seen His kind look when He said, 
Xet the little ones ft(jme,\into me.’ 

That I do, ma» ” I “am not surprised, my love, that yon 
feel thus; but ahhougb ypn'^were^not living then to see 
Him and hear His kind words, yet yon believe in Him, 
I hope.” ‘^Yes, ma,'to be sure I do.” ‘‘And yet you 
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liave never seen Him!” " No, mamma, bat I believe He 
once lived on earth, long before I was born.” “Very 
well, then, you see that Job and you were something alike, 
after all!” “ How can you make that out, ma?—^how oddly 
ydh talk!” “You see, my little ^rl. Job believed in 
' a Saviour who would come —you beheve in a Saviour who 
has come.” “Oh, yes, yes, now I do.andetstand it far 
better—thank you, thank you, my dear ma.” Saying this, 
little Minny ran off tglwards the docff, but her mother took 
•her hand, saying, “ Bnl;, Minny) love, Job called the Saviour 
his Redeemer; noi^ if you can call the dear Jesus your 
Redeemer, you have something more than a belief that He 
has come to our world to die for sinners. Do you un- 
defetand me ?” “ Yes, ma, Jesus said, ‘ ye must be born 

again,’ but I am often afraid that has not happened to. me, 
because I so often feel naughty things in my heart.” 

" “ Then, dear, you should* pray that Giod would give you 
His Holy Spirit according to.His promise, and He loves to 
listen while little children pray to Him to make them holy. 
Now, dear, shut the door, and let us pray together.” 

j\ftcr this, little Minny ran off to her studies, but she- 
often thought during th^dny about Job and the morning’s 
conversation with‘her mother. * 


YOU CAN’T BEGIN j;aO^SOON. . 

To the Editor of “*Tlte Mothers' Friend.” 

Deah Madam,—‘T n proof sf the above, and also to show at 
• what an early .age little ones have their idei^ of things, I am 
induced to forwai'd an ‘account of What transpired in my little 
circle to-day. 

The baby—a child between two and three years of age—with 
'an earnest inquiring look, thus ^dreiiejl me,—“ MammI, may 
me have me pretty sing ? ” (meaaing' a new toy which had beg> 
sent for a valentine.) “ Itjiot Su'bbat-day at alR” I sopposed 
her to mean that had itTfeen tbe^ahbath S£e would not have 
thought of asking for it. Yours, &c. 

Norwich, Feb. 18fi,«1853. 
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NOTICES OF BOOKS. 


FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

childeen’s balls. 

John Foster say^—“ Children’s balls are a detestable 
vanity. Mamma fbr^a long time busy, with the help 
tasteful friends,•for the sole purpose of equipping two or 
three children to appear in one of these miserable exhibi¬ 
tions. The whol#»business seems a contrivance expressly 
intended to concentrate to a focus of nreternatural heat and 
stimnlus every vanity and frivolity of the time, in order 
to blast for ever the simplicity of the little souls, and kindle 
their vain propensities into a thousand times the force that 
mere nature could ever have supplied.” 

GUAUD THU TONQUE. 

If thou wishest to be wise, 

Keep these words before thine eyes— 

WJiat thou spenkest, and Iww, beware, 

Of whom—to whom—when, and where. 

* SIN. 

Man-like it is tnr'fall into sin, 

Fiend-like it is to dwell tbej-cin, 

Christ-like it is for sin to grieve, 

God-liKe it is all sin to leave. 

THE SLEEl’INQ BABE. 

The baby vcjit; 

The mother took it from the niir-se’s ai'ms, 

And soothed its grief,i.ttnd stilled its vain alarms. 

And baby slept. 

Agyin ii .veeps; 

And God doth take it from iflie mother’s arms. 

From present pains,, and unknown future harms. 

And baby sleeps! 


NOTICES OF BOOKS. 

The Warder. London: J, r. Shaw. 

A cheap journal, exposing the sccial and political evils of Popery 
and Tractarianism: 

Band of Hope BenitMi. London i Partridge and Oakey. 

A very attractive, useful and cheap periodical for our young friends 
who like interesting anecdofes on Peace and Temperance. 



81 


SONS FROM HOME*—No. III. 

« 

GOINO OCT TO THE OOlJo FIELDS. 

How many thoughts arise as we look hack to the joyous 
meetings of a beloved family group, with whom we enjoyed 
our last Christmas holidays ! Oh, how our past pleasures 
live in our recollections, and we pause amidst the world’s 
bustle to think of distant, loving hearts and other days!— 
Some of our dea^ ones have resumed their studies, and 
others are gone from beneath our roof for the first time.— 
Oh, how our thoughts and prayers follow them! , . 

* Mother! what did you feel as your only son bade you 
farewell, for the first time, to gursue his educathxii from 
home ? As he took this first step into the great, bustling, 
striving, go-a-head, witfe, wide worW, did yon not ask 
ydurself what influence will he carry among the sons of 
»^n ?—^What recollections of home piety, teachings, and 
example has he stored up in hw active mind, to be 
brought forth again as he travels onwards towards the 
world of spirits ?—DirJ you not go back, t6o, and look 
at your boy again as he lay a, helpless infant on your arm, 
smiling up into your f&cS with* confidence and love ?—Did 
you say, “it is true,that a mother’s greatfst enjoyment 
of her children is when they ftrcTflifadts And then does 
not the door of paemory open, and you look at your own 
mother and father’s Bearth, and^^ou^say of those with 
whom you basked'in love’s sunshine in those by-gone 
days, 

“ Oh! some are husl^pd some are changod. 

And never shall one straid 
Blend their fratemal.caden*es 

TriampbarMy agiUn.” 

• • 

And then yon bound away from earth right up to the 
spirit-land, and look at the glqnous compr,ny gatSering 

. VOL. VI. F 
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there, and exclaim, "Oh may we all join you up there 
in your glory!”—Is it so ? But we must proceed.—Let us 
never forget that th» greatest blessing mothers always 
possess is to take th;ir loved ones, whether present or 
absent, to the tlirone of grace—to that Eedeemer who 
hath said, " Not a^ sparrow falleth to the ground without 
your heavenly'Father.” 

In this day of enterprise and sprculation how many 
families—how many sons—have left their native shores, full 
of bright visions of success for the “future which those 
far-distant fields of gold proruise. Many who will read 
our pages have sons gone forth, and are even now sailing 
over the trackless deep. Many a dim ej'c and anxiors 
heart are looking and longing for-“ ship-letters,” some to 
tell of* success—some of •bitter disappointment—some of 
sickness and death—and others to tell of hopes when 
the home-hearth shall again be gladdened by the voices 
and the smiles of the travelled Ions!' -Mothers! Fathers! 
when you part with your beloved sons for unknown foreign 
shores, are you quite lure they carry with them remem¬ 
brance ot pious example and minds stored with Divine 
truth ? if they retire at night without committing them¬ 
selves to the care of Heaven, ire they likely to think of the 
exereisc as the all-important thing attended to at home 
in the evenuig hour? .D!,they go forth in the morning 
without asking Divine guidance and protection, is it likely 
that some word or some^circumstance of thte day may cause 
a pang in the reoohectio.i, that the duties taught at home 
have been neglected that morning-? 

Then, when they leave the home of their childhood and 
their natave knd, do you-findtavonr to procure for them 
suitable serious yet cheerful. reading? The youthful, 
ardent mind requires occupation, and during the many 
monotonous days of a long voyage there is ample time for 
iaqiroTeBMnt by reading; therefore, do provide such a 
oeUeedoB of as tni^ Have a tendency not only to ruse 
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dcssires after intellectual pursuits, but to encourage and in* 
crease love and dependanoe on God. Many interestiag 
accounts we have known of pious mothers presenting sous 
with small Bibles, with the name written within,((and 
sometimes with a little note of a motlier’svlove between the 
folded leaves,) which same treasure has been the means of 
recalling the wandering son to the good ^path he had 
forsaken. 

A young man, from giving way to improper company, so 
transgressed the laws of his country as to be sent abroad. 
A Missionary, sipne years^ after, visiting Van Dieman’s 
Land, observed a young man sitting on a bank in a private 
road, absorbed in reading a book. On approaching, hf 
recognized him to be this young man, who, though he had 
been carefully trained, had forfeited the freedom,of his 
native laud. It was his Bible, which he then said he found 
to be his greatest oomiort and earthlf treasure—the Bible 
^venby his mothei^when he left the country dfihts birtli— 
his fatherland! , 

Do all you can. Mothers, to clh-eet and help your sons 
heavenward while they arc around yon; and whefl they are 
far away in the wide, swide world, cease not to take them 
to the foot of thS cross ; and* do what you can for the sons 
from home living near you—^tiiey all have mothers some¬ 
where—remembering, with “what measure ye mete it shall 
be measured unto you again f” 


THE LA?.r BLOW.— N(»..V. 

Tubes days had passed sjnee^e accident, wheg at mid¬ 
night Larry Carr was greatly alarhied by Margery “ram¬ 
bling,” as he called it; and as h* could not get a rafional 
word from her, he ran in hi^ fright ftf jWt’s cottage, en¬ 
treating her to fly to his help. The kind woman dressed 
and was soon at Mrs. Carr’s Ifed-side—she found her 
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evidently feverish, and altogether ill. “Ah. thin, what 
will I do ? ” asked Larry, imploringly—“the mother and 
childer ill together! Sure, ye’re a teacher of wisdom, 
whatjivill I do ? ’’—“ I think you had better call the doctor, 
Mr. Carr,” said «Janel, in her quiet way. “ That I will, 
too,”—and he ran off to call the man of medicine, who 
was quickly at thn cottage, to ply his healing art. 

For many weeks’ Margery continued very ill, and Janet 
acted as nurse, mother, dnd housekeeper, indeed everything 
she could be, to the whole family. When Margery was well 
enough to understand how matters had. been, and to see 
how nicely and carefully everything in her house had been 
managed, she was often seen to weep as Janet approached 
to do a kindness for her. 

One_ day she took her^hand saying, “ Sit down, I want 
to talk to you.” Janet bent forward to listen. “ I am 
very much obliged to you,” she said in a gentle voice, 
looking up into her face, “for,ail your great kindness to 
me and mine. My sickness has been sent to teach me a 
lesson, and I hope I sjiall learn it well. I always looked 
upon you with euvy and jealousy, hut you only returned 
good for evil, and kindness for insijit. I have heard say 
that when people arc near death in drowning, all their sins 
come back to their mind; land itiy affliction is something 
like it, for all the past seems to qpme before my face. 
Many a time have y&u’UiJbckedrme down by your kind 
ways, hilt I would not believe ^'ou were, guided by any 
better motive than I waS j but I sec’it all now—and in all 
you’havc done for me and mlnp in this affliction, you have 
given the last blow to my wicked- heart. You saved my 
boy’s life, and in return, I tried to iiijure^your character— 
you attended to him in his illness, and shared your money 
with us when I Jbated you—I.’wanted to make out some¬ 
thing wrong, when ^ our own brothef brought you things 
from your kind dousin—an^ now I see plainly enough 
that sthe Bible must have been yoar* guide. You havf 
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killed the enmity of my heart—you have given the last 
blow to it in this affliction—and if you can only forgive the 
past, I hope, if spared to arise from this bed, I shall lead 
a new life, and be willing to be guidad by you, and.try to 
serve your God.” 

Janet could only press Margery’s hand, while the tears 
fell upon it. She exclaimed—“ Theu,ihe last blow will be 
a blessed blow to us both—and may it prove a blow to 
Satan’s kiugdom„*aiid may we* be enabled to lead our 
families heavcnwar^^.” From the last blow Margery dates 
her "new life,”^ and her turning into the narrow road 
towards the better land. 


BEAUTIFUL FLOWERS, 

“ Leave no room for the weeds.” 

" How beautiful is your little garden, it is so very full 
of lovely flowers,” said Mrs. to a friend. “Yes,” 
replied Mrs. T., “ my husband leaves no ro^m for the 
weeds.” That is a^ood idea, thought Mrs, J., as she 
separated froffl.hcr friend. ^ 

Mothers ! Here is a hint fpr you! your children’s hearts 
may be compared to a garden—if not tended carefully, and 
FiLi.ED with good seedj;he*wecds’vi»ll spring Tap ; therefore, 
take care that, you dro^ in such seeds as you will like to 
see blooming in yoilr home gaftlen in^days and years to 
come. Such as shall no^only c.vcite the commendalion of 
passers-by, but such jis shall* send ihftfi a fragrance to 
cheer all who come within the circle of its influence. 
Drop in the seed of the sbnfl^vvier, that there may spring 
up a truthfulness whicB, shal^ make ^our child’*' word 
as good as his otRh. Let fall thaSs^ds of the lily, th» 
vine, the honeysuckle, the* mignonette, and the rose, that, 
in after years yeu may find tl»e flowers of purity, fruit- 
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fillnecs, lore, nnafflected Bweetoess, and thankfulness. The 
cax'e of Mr. T.’s garden was often remarked—how he tied 
up Iiang^g branches and watered the drooping plants. 
Mothers! you must*not only sow the good seed, but 
you must tend yaur gSrdcn carefully, marking the weak 
part of your child’s character, and support it by a 
eautioB or a word of, encouragement. You must water it 
by your prayers, and’let the sunshine of your bright smile 
and example fall upon it ;*fiH it full of *good seed. Leave 
no room for the weeds! , 

It may be well to state that the snuflow<p’ is the emblem 
of truthfulness, the lily of purity, the vine of fruitfulness, 
the honeysuckle of affection, the mignonette of unaffected 
sweetness, and the rose of thankfulness. ‘ 

. ' J. R. 


HANNAH’S GARDEN. 

I HAVE a little garden, ' 

^ ’Tis very full of weeds, 

lliey grow so w;ry quickly, 

, They almost choke tlie seeds. 

’Twonid be a pretty garden, * 

If all the plants wopld grow; 

How very much I ■wfonde^wliy 
They all spring up so slow. 

Papa has long trj'ing* 

The best of seed to sow. 

Mamma, I kuov', is watotiing— 
Longing' to see it grow. 

Tliere’s'tke sweet plant of Patience, 
Sometimes J see it shoot; 

'Then, all at once, tpfin*'. it 
Quite witherecl from the root. 

Dear mei ^ wonder whether 
The fault is in the soil} 

Perhaps, if that were better, 

Froit would rlward my toil. ' 
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WcJl, I’ve a Friend in Heaven, 

Whose help is e^er nigh. 

He’ll shine upon tny garden, 

He olways hears my cry. ’ 

He’ll send sweet dews of morning, 

And gently falling showers^ 

'File parohed ground to moisten. 

And c^r the springing flowers. 

So, then. I’ll look to Heaven, 

And pray for sun and rain, 

For wSlI I know any Father 
I cannot ask in vain. 

T. B. D. 


CARE FOR "raiE OUTCA,^TS.—No. V. 

■“ Grievous, indeed, must be th# burden that shall outweigh innocence 
and health.” 

We will now give an account of one of these banished 
ones, which we hojie may encourage those who sAe making 
efforts for them, and •induce^mothers to act wisely in the 
discharge of their never-ending and important work. The 
facts are sent to ns by an excellent “ matron,” from whom 
we hope to hear again. 

Mary C-was the fiau^iter of poor but strictly moral 

parents. She was one of a numerous family, and was 
accustomed to attend the house of Gjd «with her f^^her, 
who was one of the choir-singeys in the {hurch. Maiy 
possessed a sweet and*yet powerful voice, which her 
father delighted .to train tp ryjjte with him aipong thfe 
choir of singers. Very soqjf Mary's voice attracted public 
attention, and she became* a paW (diorieter in a Soinaa 
Catholic chapel, and about ^e,Baine*'tiine she was placed 
out to learn the business of straw-bonnet making. 

• Mary’s besetting sin now became love cf 4rmt a*>*f dig~ 

F 2 
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play, which her mother often tried to check, while she 
wept in secret over the follies of her daughter, the child 
of her old age. Alas! she became rery soon the prey and 
the victim of a wealthy individual, who added to all his 
other crimes that of his being an infidel! He not only 
drew her away from the ])afh of virtue, but sought 
by every means in his power to stifle the voice of 
conscience and the power of matc^;^^al counsel, which, 
despite the round of dissipation and 'folly by which she 
was now surrounded, would at times cast a fearful gloom 
over her mind. The rccoUeclhns of the faithful advice 
and early instructions of licr mother were far too vivid and 
painful for the tongue of flattery or the poison of infidelity 
to dissipate. 

At this time, too, her father was thrown out of employ; 
and, stung with a sense of her sin and her ingratitude, she 
resolved to send them help under their accumulated trials. 
But, in consequence of her sis.fal pni;suits, she dared not 
approach their dwelling, for they would never give the 
slightest countenance fso vice. Mary therefore went to a 
butcher’s; and purchased some meat, directing it to be 
taken to their house. The aged mother ojjened the door, 
and refused to take it, sayii»g, “ It is not for us.” The 
man assured her that it liad been paid for by a female, 
with orders tint it should be forwarded to their address. 
Tl'.c mother silently \oo£ the mtat from the basket, and 
folding it in a cloth, she w;ent to.the house where her child 
was, living, and sejd to the servant, “ Take this to my 
child—your ipistress, and tell her that her parents will 
starve before they will eat of the wages of iniquity.” 
Then, 'nith streaming ey^^an^ tottering .steps, she left the 
door. 

•• 

The message^ was delivered,—and a mother’s words, 
clothed with more than uvirt.{d 'power^ fixed in Mary’s con¬ 
science the dart of deep remorse and a determination to 
leave her sinfiil course K life. “ But where shall I fly V'-t- 
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was her anxious question. She resolved to make her escape 
from the house in the night to some distant place where 
she was not known. She did so ; and hastened, in a far- 
off town, to seek employment in h^r own business. * Alas! 
on making application a reference was‘required, and this, 
she knew, would le.ad to a detection of her character. She 
therefore took a small lodging ia a "low part of the town, 
and lived on the little money she had, as well as what she 
could get on soiflc trinkets she had brought with her, 
hoi)ing to get a Itttle work on her own account. Alas! 
her efforts failed, and Ivor conscience and lack of food 
seemed fast wearing away her strength. Satan, ever a 
,hard master, was tempting her to destroy hfrself Jt>y 
drowning. , 

Having had no food for some time, she pVt on her 
bonnet and resolved tp commit the rash act. She reached 
the river. There, God, who is’ i<ch in mercy, met the 
child of a motligr’s ])rayers. A company of youths were 
fishing on the s]iot. Mary walked for a long time, watching 
for their dejiarturc ; but they itmained until it came into 
her mind to ask them if they knew of a phice called a 
Penitentiary in the iown. One of the lads replied that he 
did, and then directed h»r steps to this asylum. Mary 
applied, and was admitted. • On the usual question being 
asked, “ Have you a mother?”—the heart which had been 
closed up by despair, Was’now soAened and opened by the 
Toice of kindness and fhc recollections of a mother. She 
was requested to give the name.and jddress of her parents, 
that they might’ be inform6d^where thejr child was. To 
this she sobbed out,* “ I have a fatlicr, and, I fear, an 
almost broken.-hearted n^oth^ ! They know ijpt what has 
become of me!” 

c 

Just at this moment ai«perso»i applit^ at the ddlTr, to in¬ 
quire if a young persotp had feachffA the Institution, of tRe 
dress and tall figure of Mary. She had been missed from 
her lodging ; and, having beeif observed .to have had little 
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or no food for some time, and appearing exceedingly dis¬ 
tressed in mind, they feared _ she had drowned herself. 
That it bad been suggested to them to apply there, pre¬ 
vious to their having the river dragged. When informed 
of the inquiry after her, Mary wept profusely, and replied, 
“Tell them I’m safe.” 

More next mfuth.'. 


PAGE FOE OUR YOUNG FTRIENDS. 

1 

THE ORPHAN. 

“ Tell them 1 die happy." 

'Annie- became the subject of religions impressions in 

early life, .and evidences were shown which proved that the 
grace of God had touched her young heart. Tenderness 
of conscience, love to, the W^ord and worship of God, a 
deep sense of her own sinfulness,,and an earnest desire to 
become a sincere Christian, were observed with delight by 
her friends. ' ,, 

In April, 1851, she was seized with severe illness, which 
left her in a very delicate state of jiealth. About this 
time she says, in a note to a Incmber of the family, “ I 

really think I shall soon returp to ‘-. Oh! what a 

kind and tender Saviour have we! I ,might justly have 
been cut off, but my hetveidy Futhiir has seen fit, in His 
mercy, to spare my life, and I trust Mat life will be devoted 
to His service.” Always affectio'natfc and grateful, she 
seemed pai-ticularly so when .she returned to her native 
place, after six fnoxths’ absence. .And general feeling of 
joy was expressed at seeing her again. She could exclaim, 
“ It is good for me that I ha^fc bfeen afflicted; ” and after 
this it "^as evident she was„pressjbg forward in tlve good 
lyaj. Again she wrkf s:—“ I feel an** earnest desire to 
become a child of God. Ohi deuld I yield myself to laf 
'Saviour^ could I say, ‘Afy Saviour, I am thine 1 ’ Dear 
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Mrs. B-says there would be some satisfaction in letting 

tile World know that we had.given ourselves up to Christ, 
and openly avow ourselves the chil4fen of God. But it 
must be a voluntary act. We shall njver be happy till 
this is really and truthfully the case.” 

For some time before her last illness she was depr^sed 
with doubts and fears. She lamented thaf she could not 
realise her interest in the Savioui^ and wanted that delight 
in prayer which slfe had soinetiincs felt. She thus again 
writes:—“I dare "say you noticed I seemed miserable 
yesterday. I fdt so much the great depth of my sins. 
We both have had great privileges, and we know the way. 
^ut how have we slighted them ? Still, Christ iirvites fig 
onward. He says to •the vilest sinner, ‘ I will not cast 
thee out.’ ” 

There is no doubt jthls was a season of great heart* 
searching and deep humiliation before God with young 
Annie. Some of ter selettions for the Saturday-morning 
exercise are indicative of her anxious state. We will only 
give two cxU-acts:— 

“Is there no balm in (^lead ? Is there no physician there?” 

• % 

“ Is there no hal*i in Gilead found, 

To soothe and heal rny Imarting woinid ? 

Oh yes,.there is a hahn^ 

A kind physicka tfiere, 

My; fevered mind to calm. 

And hid me not despair! • 

Aid me, dear Saviour! fetrine fp?e. 

And I wiH all rSfeign to Thee.” 

“ I will take the,stony hear| of your flesh, anchwill give 

you a heart of flhsh.” 

• 

“Oh ! foyi glance of heavejiy ^ay. 

To take tUs stubborn heart awgy ^ 

And thaw, with beams of love divine. 

This heairt—this frozen hSart of mine.' 



9iJ A mother’s faith tried. 

The flattering nature of her disease concealed from 
Annie’s mind the danger whjeh was too apparent to those 
around her. It was^ gently asked, “ Supposing it to be 
the wifi of God that yoH should not return to health, how 
do you feel in tie prospect of dying ? ” She replied. 

Sometimes I feel I can die, and sometimes I fear I am 
not prepared.”' Faifb, however, triumphed. Grace com¬ 
pleted the work begun ; ^nd, finally, the victory was given 
her over the last enemy. 

On the 4th of December, she was caftied up stairs for 
the last time. On the 10th,* symptortis of increasing 
weakness seemed to render it most desirable to tell her of 
the impossibility of her recovery. She lieard the solemi^ 
tidings with great calmness, and wa>s encouraged to rest on 
those ploraiscs of God’s Word, which could alone support 
her in such an hour of need. E. B. 

We should have been glad to have 'given the whole of 
this interesting tale in one number oTThe Mothers’ Friend ; 
but as we write for busy mothers, as well as for reading 
daughters, we must wait till next month, to accompany 
Annie to the gate of the shadowy v.^ilcy.—^.E d. 


A MOTHE'K'S faith tried. ■ 

“ Ah! my son will one^day walk over his mother’s grave I” 

“‘I KNEW a yonfn,” said.a gentleman at a public meet¬ 
ing, " some fdnvtoen years ago, wiio had a pious mother, 
but who, from the age of sixteen to twenty, lived a most 
gay and'reckless life, resisting Ulher earnest remonstrances. 
Regcrdless of her tears and prayers, determined to pursue 
his own sinful and, depraved ^inclination, he frequented 
the card-table and dancihg^room unknown to his parents. 
On jine occasion he ordered a suit of clotlies, had them 
placed W his mother’s aicount, and, attired in them, he 
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spent the night in dancing and reTelry, When, in the 
morning, his mother reraarfced on his wan and haggard 
appearance, he assured her he had taken a long walk, and 
was very much fatigued! 

“Once, on entering the room where his pious mother was 
sitting, she said to him—‘ A.h ! my son will one day walk 
over his mother’s grave, and have^ to mourn that he 
hastened her departure thither, mid will then wish he had 
given his heart to^God wliije she was alive.’ The son bit 
his lip to prevent the tears, which, iff spite of himself, 
forced their way* to his eyes, and hurried from her presence 
to seek a corner where he might weep unseen. Yet still he 
,pursued the same sinful career. At the age of twenty he 
was to leave Ids home, and he rejoiced to think he should 
then be free froin the watcliful eye of his parents* Now, 
thought iie, I .shall l^avc my own way ; there will be no 
meddling friend to tell tales ! 

“ lie went—b^jt his •mother’s prayers followed him. 
About six weeks afterwards, he received a letter from her, 
full of earnest entreaty and warnitig; it concluded thus:— 
‘ My boy will think I have sent him a long iermon, but 
how shall I meet him at the bar of God, and say I am 
clear of his blood, if I lifwe not done all in ray power to 
warn him of his danger ?’ These words went as an arrow 
to his heart—fixed there by the Spirit of God ; he wept 
much. A pious youiij* man in the establishment coming 
up, asked the «a\ise of l\is tcarg. lie replied, ‘ Read that!’ 
and handed to him his mother’s.1ette!:; die also wepi—and 
said, ‘Come with niejtomy room, let us pray together.’— 
They did so, but the self-condemned young man could find 
no peace. 

“For three weeks he sought comfort, .and then he 
despaired of everfinding ift II(*reso|ved to commit^snicide. 
He went out, taking his pofkftt Bibte with him—he came 
to the brink of the river—he resolved to cast himself into 
the dark waters,* feeling sure hd should soonperisl^ for he 
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eoruld not swim. He thought—‘ I will pray once more.* 
He knelt down on the rivwr’s brink and uttered a few 
words—the spell was ^broken—he resolved never to rest till 
he had found rest,in tho finished work and love of Jesus. 
Shortly afterwards he found peace, and began his journey 
heavenwards. Thus was an answer vouchsafed to a mother’s 
prayers on behalf of her son. And permit me,” continued 
the speaker, “ to add—the subject of that pious mother’s 
prayers is he wh^ow addresses you!” 

Mother, pray on! 

Young man! " Pray once mo/e!” 


THE FALL OF THE CHEAT TREE. 

“ Fathek,” said a little boy, “ I heard you say, ’twas 
a wonder you were not killed to-day, when the great tree 
fell pretty nearly upon you.” •' Yes, ^ammy, that was 
true, my boy.” “ Well, father, then perhaps gentle Jesus 
heljted it to fall away from you, for mother always prays 
for you when you are gone to work—all of us together 
pray up stairs before we go Jo schdbl.” l‘Do you, my 
boy ? and do you pray ?” “ Yes, father, I try to, a little ; 

but I can’t pray like mother does—she prays for every¬ 
thing.” "Docs she, ^Serpmy ? Ah, you have a good 
mother, my boy; there are not many children so happy 
as you arc, to be taught. t(jo! ” Yes, father, 

don’t 'IOC ever pray for us, father ? ’reacher says, if we 
wish to sing in iijpj'en, we. must pray on earth ;—is that 
true, father ? Will you sing in' heaven, father, with 
mother, and all of us ?” “«I h.rpe so, Sammy; wouldn’t 
you l\^e I should?” "Oh yes, father, to be sure I 
should;—but do 'yot^ pray, though? rfh?” '“1 hope, 
Sammy, your mother will always ask God to take care of 
your father, for fear another great tree should fail near me 
when I* am in the woods.’^ father, God wfll hear • 
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you, as well as mother—^won’t He?” "Yes, Sammy, I 
hope so. Did you ever hear.me pray, my boy V' “No, 
father, but I should like to, though,—^tbat I should!” 

The father prayed that night. 


SUNDAY OCCUPAT10NS''-No'. V. 

My dear children^ I have (juite *a fresh subject for you 
this time. Are you fond of reading the lives of persons 
you have heard about? J dare say you all know the 
history of Uncle Tom and the little Eva. Now, I want you 
to read very attentively the life of some one who lived % 
long, long fanje ago—wl^o saw Jesus when He was in this 
world, and talked with Him; yej, and held His hand to 
keep himself from drowning. Can you guess who tiiia 
was ? Ah, yes; it was Peter. If yeu want to read his 
Hfe, you must take^some pains, because it is not written 
straight on, hut in little bits, here and there, ii). the New 
Testament. Get yonr Testament, then, and put a marh 
whenever you find anything about Peter, Begin with 
Matthew, and look all Jhrongh the four Gospels and the 
Acts, only do not put a mark .when the same thing is men¬ 
tioned more than onee. ^ake»alist of the different pas¬ 
sages, and then read .them carefully through, asking God 
for His help and blessing. 

I should like Jo talk ovfr witi} yon some the pretty 
stories you.will find, and hear you,say ^hi^h you like,the 
best. However, by'the Jime ybu have finisjied reading, I 
think you will quite like Peter, and wish you had seen and 
known him. It ,is said that Im was crucified, apd thus 
died a martyr for the sake of Jesus-^-that Jesus, to whom he 
said—“Lord, thou knowest«ll things ; tbou knowesrtbat 
I love thee. I 080 * 0 ! tell wheflier (ins’wasthe case, but 
I know where Peter is now. He is " present with the 
I^ord,” waiting for ftiat ? Ah, derir children, he is waiting 
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for the bright and glorious things of which we have lately 
been talking. Yes ; he will, have a part in them all- He 
win rise from the dead, and enter in through the gates into 
the cky. For him ‘there will be a white robe; a golden 
harp; a palm anti a crown, and his Toice will be heard in 
the new song and the loud hallelujah. 

Little children, 1 have one question to ask you. Do 
you wish, by-and-by, to see Peter, and to have a part ,in 
all his happiness ? Then strive and pray to be like Him 
now. if you are brought to sorrow fer sin, as Peter did, 
and if, from the bottom of your heart, you can say with 
him—“ Lord, thou knowest all things ; thou knowest that 
I love thee”—then Peter’s Redeemer will be your Bey 
deemer, and Peter’s heavenly home your dwelling-place for 
ever. . > 

Oxford. Mary. 

[Now, if you are interested in thus tracing out the life of 
Peter, you will like to read the life <jf Paul in the same 
way; and then you can turn to the Old Testament, and find 
the lives of Joseph, Samson, Daniel, and many more that 
will be vory interesting.] 


THE FOUR GATHERINGS. 

TO MBS. C. 

' O * ' " 

Thry are gathering! Where are they gathering? 

Close by the river of death ; 

With the dark-winged angel waiting 
For a maiden’s passing breath! • 

Bright Sejn^hs too are hovering, 

'fo bear her to the sky: 

Push! away to heaaon’a,glory 
Behold the victor fly! , 

Ihey are gaftcring 1 Where an^they gathering? 
f * Within a darkened home ; 

Where the burning tears are falling, 

Where ye bear the stifled moan.' 
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(Gloved hands must do their ludding,) 

They approach the mwden’s bed, 

And take away the beautiful 
To the carriage of the dead. 

They arc gathering! Where are ui^ gathering 7 
Aromul the open grave. 

Look up, heart-stricken mother. 

There’s a “ Mighty One ” to save! 

On earth’s ingternal bosom 
That beauteous form.must rest. 

But the loved and loving spirit 
Lives n^w among the blest! 

They are gathering! Where are they gathering? 
Up in a world so bright— 

Where a mortal mother’s vision 
Could not behdld the light. 

An immortal crown of honSur 
Encircles Bessjp’s brow; 

Where late ye saw death’s shadOws 
Bright glories settje now. 

March mh, 1853. 


INFLUENCE OF A MOTHER’S PRAYER. 

• “V 

In one of our'Transatlantie cities, it was my lot to become 
acquainted with one wfio, although of a fine and highly 
cultivated mind, was more noted for his strict morality 
and quiet unobtrusive ptety,'than even for his mental quali¬ 
fications. One. evening,..speaking of a mother’s influence, 
he remarked, “ I may say that .1 neser> knew a mother’s 
love; and yet, I may-say, under Providence, I thank my 
mother for having preserved me from many temptations.” 

I said, the remark seemec^ sq .^ingular, that it ijeeded an 
explanation; to which he replied*, “I will tell you what I 
mean. I was deprived of my mdther^when very young,— 
so young, that I retain but^a -very dim recollection of her ’ 
personal appearance; but I never have forgotten how, 
.every morning and evening, she chlled me to her side, and. 
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after hearing me repeat my prayers, knelt and prayed for 
me, in simple yet earnest language, such as I could easily 
comprehend. She explained to me every petition in the 
Lord’i' prayer; and, alAough I am more than thirty years 
old, every word of that explanation is as familiar to me as 
when I first heard it. I have been exposed to great 
temptation, mu«h of which is known only to mysdf. Once 
I was led away by the eloquence of a popular speaker to 
the very verge of infidelity. Like most young men, my 
Bible had been neglected; and I wasf from my natural 
temperament, rather sceptical., The doctrines he incul¬ 
cated were such as well suited the feUen and depraved 
appetites of man, and I was well-nigh persuaded of their 
truth. 

“ After attending a lecture, where, with the most capti¬ 
vating eloquence, he had been attempting to prove, from 
the Bible itself, the many inconsistencies of its system of 
religion, I happened, in search of one (jf the passages he 
quoted, to see the Lord’s prayer. Strange to say, my eye fell 
on the petition, ‘ Lead iis not into temptation, but deliver 
us from ev?land, in a moment, a tide of almost overwhelm¬ 
ing recollections rushed upon me. > I was in imagination 
again a little child; again kneeling by the siuc of my sainted 
mother, with my Kttle hands clasped in hers, and her low 
sweet voice was endeavouring to impress on my mind, thift 
whatever evil thoughts entered niy mind, I was to rocdl 
that sentence, and, with foil faith in my heavenly Father, 
to brfaftie that sirap'e prayer. The effect was electrical. 
In a moment I, felt that the specious arguments and well- 
turned sentences f had so long listened to with so much 
pleasure, ,^ere but dangeroa|pop^istTies. Nor was this alL 
From that time I was neker on' the eve of committing any 
sin, blit that voice o^ melody would in my ears. And 
' who wuid resist the'' appeal ?, 1 could not; and 1 bo(» 
Bou^ti. and 1 hope not without success, a deeper interest 
in His blood who died'feir all sinners: I often trembla 
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when I think of what I might have bemi, had I not been 
blessed with a praying mother.” 

Mothers, teach your children to pr|iy. 


THE NEGRO MOTHERA-No, IV, 

“ The miserable past<fras forgotten, as she looked to' the happier 
future.”* 

In a few years Robert grew up a fine tall lad, and what 
was of still greater importance than a handsome face, 
whether white or black, his mind seemed to be under the 
influence of the lore of God—^he was evidently a pious 
youth. Everybody se«med to love him, and lie loved 
everybody. Every market-day you might have se’e* young 
Robert, with a small ^basket on his arm, walking behind 
his master into the city. As he passed along, many a rude 
unfeeling boy wotjd look at his sable face and laugh, 
addressing to him terms of reproach, such as—“ Negro 
dog”—“ Blacky*’—“ Why don’t you wash the black off 
your face ?” but he walked silently on, ,only drawing a 
little nearer to ^his gond master; it was never known that 
he returned “ railing for raiUng.” 

One day, as Robert and hk master were walking in the 
market-place, a negro woman ran up^ and suddenly caught 
hold of Mr. Dare’s hiflid, exclaiming, “ Massa! Massa! 
my dear Massa! me_ so. glad me coming for see you,” 
Then observing Robert, she flew towai'ds him, asking«'‘Is 
this my boy?—my own boy?” , It was,^iivleed, no other 
than Judith—Robert’s 'mother! She hired herself as 
nurse to a lady visiting England in order to see Jier only 
child. Judith held in her frtns a BeantiW infaut, elegantly 
dressed, and she herself had ilssun^ed’ the respectable 
costume of an English nunsfe. ,, Mr. D*are‘having conducted 
Jwfith to a frknd’s house near at hand, a great deid of 
conversation toxA jplace. Jn£th knew much tnore of her 
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son than he knew of his mother, for he had been in the 
habit of writing letters to his parents very often j but as 
neitliM of them could write, and their kind Missionary had 
died, few letters ^reached Kobert from his cabin home. 
There had been a sort of link, however, between Robert 
and his mother and father, which was firm and strong, for 
he had been tafight, "from his earliest days, to pray for 
them—yet all his fond recollections Were of his adopted 
home, and Mr. and Mrs. Dare—and 'he loved them far 
better than any other friends. 

Judith was to remain in England mady months—so it 
was arranged that she should often walk to Mr. Dare’s with 
her young charge; and many a nice walk did the negro, 
mother and her Son take in the w6ods and by the river’s 
side, Bitd often did young* Robert wish to ask his mother 
what she thought of eternal things, but bad not the 
courage. ^ 


FRAGMENTS FOE SPAEE MOMENTS. 

THE BEGINNING OF STEIFE. 

“One frosty morning,” says a lady, “I Was looking out 
of the window into my father’s barn-yard, where stood 
many cows, oren, and horses, waiting to drink. They 
stood all very still and ine£k, till,one of the red mothers, 
in attempting to turn round, happened hit her nest 
neighboiu*—when the neigKibour kicked and hurt another! 
In fiV% minutes the whole herd were kicking each other 
with fury. My mother "laughed and said, ‘ See what 
comes of kicking when you are hit.’ One cross word may 
set a whble family wroug,‘loi& frosty moaning.” 


Let:‘^e first lesson be prompt obedience, unconditional 
submis^ to the will of the mother andfadier. 
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SABBATH-SCHOOL TEACHERS. 

SOWING AND BEaViNQ* 

“ No labour is bard, no time is long, wherein the glory of eternity is 
the mark we level at.’,^ 

How earnestly cl#es the faithful Sabbath-school teacher 
counsel her departing pupil,, just about to enter the home 
of a stranger as if young servant. How anxiously and 
solemnly does slrt! warn lies of the deceitfulness of sin, and 
the enemies to her everlasting peace that she will find 
.within and around her ! And when the parting token 
is presented, and the “(farewell” is spoken amidet the tears 
of the teacher and child, how is the young advehturer on 
life’s voyage warned to.meet her teacher at the end of the 
way, prepared to enter into the etty of the just made 
perfect! 

And so with the laborious teacher of the boys’ depart¬ 
ment. How does he add cautioif to caution, when he is 
about thus to lose one of his class ! How ferveniSy does he 
warn him of thf snare* laid for the young among the ranks 
of the sons of men!—(Tcry«?ten from his own painful ex¬ 
perience). lie tells him of tlfb sophistry of the sceptic and 
the infidel,—urging'him to studj fiid hold on^by the good 
word of life I For the dhcouragement of those self-denying 
labourers in the Lord’s vineyard, we will give two extracts 
of letters from “ Old Sabbath-schoiJ Children.” ^ One 
written to ourselves, and anotlie^; we have^jyst read:— 

“ My iiRAii Teacher, —I hope you will pardon me for 
writing to you. Mine will b% a poor letter; butJl tiiink, if 
you would be so good as to write to m’e a line sonietjpics, it would 
help me to keep the resolutions I made whetj I left tlie Sabbath 
school. I find great temptations around nie, to try and make* 
me depart from the good tliiugsT le*arned inany class, particularly 
to break the Sabbath day ; bat whejf I go to bed, I often think 
what the end will be ! O how gjpd I should be again to sit on 

VOL. VI. 
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tl»e form by you, even among little children. I feel, more than 
ever, that Sabbath-school teachers are our best friends—I mean, 
of the young. The remeiabrtnoe of all you taught me and told 
me hai kept me from many a snare. Pray for me, my dear 
teacher, that I may<^ ‘ live to God and for God,' as you used to 
say, and meet you at last in Heaven.' 

“ Your grateful old scholar, 

“ Hannah.” 

Another Sabbath scholar, who sotrffe months ago was 
engaged in a large warehouse in London, writes as follows 
regarding the companions into whose socfetyheis thrown 

“How few there are among them,” he says, “who read the 
Bible on Sabbath, much less during the week! There are one 
of two hi the house who scoff at the name of religion, and 
absolutely deny the being of a God! >'But how happy am I to 
inform yon that a few tru* Christians are among us. We 
assemble ourselves in a private room^ to thank our God for 
all His goodness to us, undeserving and sinful as we are* 
Wednesday evenings are our nights for meeting thus, and we 
all try to attend. Last night, only six of us met; but our 
meetings are always very intcresring, and I hope very beneficial 
to us. We commence by binging a hymn, then pray, then read 
a chapter, and conclude with prayer.” 

“ Old Scholars”— bead apfl act ! One uiore interesting 
fact from the lips of one of th? party:—Six Sabbath- 
school boys resolved to hold a “little prayer-meeting” in a 
wood near ‘■he town ja jv.bicji they resided. This they 
continued once a week, at six o’clock in the morning. All 
became Sabbath-school teachers 4n the various localities in 
which IhDvidence placed them; three became missionaries 
to the heathen", died happily; and one lives to preach 
of the nnsearchable riches of Christ at home. Sabbath- 
school boys, get up EAatY,to pray for yourselves and your 
teachers. Teachers! work oh. ye shall reap when the 
angels come at'the Timmand of the Eternal. 

“As Aon direetest the power, barm or advantage will follow. 
The toireat that swept Ae valley may be led to torn a mill.” 
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THE ORFEAK.' 

“ Tell them 1 diehappy.’^ 

Abodt an hour after Annie had been told of her danger 
she said, “ I do not fear death; I Am rather distressed at 
the thoughts of leq^ing my dear brothers and sister.” 

On the Sabbath afternoon she was much oppressed with 
bodily suffering, but assured ns the fear of death was gone; 
and her soul was safe in the Saviour’s hands. “ What a 
comfort, dear Annie,” said a friend, “that you liave 
not mercy to seek.” “ I could not have done it now,” rjas 
the reply, “ And yqu would tell those wit|^ whom you 
have been associated not to delajr this all-importdht work ?” 
“ Oh yes, I am sure I^would,” 

On that evening she took an affectionate leave of her 
sister and broth^s, believing herself dying. After they 
had left the room an ecstacy of joy seemed to fill her mind, 
and she. said, “They will meet«me in heaven.” Those 
around her heard her speak and saw her look as^t would be 
difficult to describe, fisr beams of glory lighted up her spirit. 
Absent friend? were remambered, and particularly her 
minister. “ Tell them,” she exclaimed, “ tell them I die 
happy! My Saviour must be with me! How precious He 
is I Oh! how happy*I feel—^ cWd go this moment.” 
Presently she said, “ I ijfiouldjike to live till the morning; 
I should then be abfe to speak to soipe of my eomganions 
—perhaps it might do them feopd.” The ijish was granted. 

On the Monday morning she was much revived, and 
requested her hooks, draw^ngg^ and other little things to be 
brought, as she wished to giVb them away. One after 
another of her companions came i^jtes the roomr What 
words were spolcen! ^Aaf.exhoftatibns given! Thesife 
will, we trust, be treasured up in their remembrance. All 
were entreated tO love the Savioflr, and charged to meet her 
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in Heaven. The fo’Iowing morning she said, “I began to 
feel a few doubts, but these lines came into my mind— 

* Shudder not to pass the stream, 

Ventu^ all thy hopes on Him; t 
Him whose dying love and power 
Stilled its tossing, hushed its war: 

Not, one object of His care 
Ever suffered shipwreck there!’ 

O ' 

—and they passed away.” From that day to her closing 
one on earth, her mind appeared in a delightful state of re¬ 
pose. It was a privilege of no common order, during these 
intervening days, to receive her grateful smile, when sliort 
portions of G-od’s word were read, and such hymns as that 
of Cowper-*- ■ 

“To Jesus, the crown of my hope, 

My soul is in haste to be gone 

or of Toplady, " When languor and disease invade.” 

It was asked, "Dear Annie, your thoughts are often in 
Heaven?” “Yes,” she replied, “I often think who I 
shall see there,—Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob; but how 
sweet it will be to sit at His footstooji!” Patience had its 
perfect work, and faith was now to be turned to sight. 
The mortal conflict was severe for a few hours, during 
which she frequently ejaculated, “Take me! take me! 
Jesus, take me! Oh!" come quickly!” The prayer was 
heard. A short time before death, suffering seemed almost 
to cease; then there^were'a few deep breathings, and all was 
still; so happy, so easy. Of such believers it is true— 

“ One gentle sigh their fetters breaks, 

„ We scarce can sgy they’re gone;— 

Before the happy spiiit takes 
Its ststion near the t’irone!” 


E. B. 
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MATERNAL INSTINCT. 

Instinct is restricted to the earth, and is that impulse 
without reasoning which determine^, in an invariable^ man¬ 
ner, the character, the habits, and the nfanners of animals 
But how many a careless mother might learn a lesson of 
maternal love, and care and watchfuMess from animals— 
yes, from birds, jnd the very insects about our path! 
How careful arc they to pjovide a comfortable place for 
their posterity abeut to appear in the world! How care¬ 
ful—how watchful, when,they arrive, is the mother to 
protect and to feed them j and when in danger she will 
shield them, even by risking her own life. We have ope 
or two interesting ai\pcdotes on this subject,,which may 
help us in our maternal duties., • . 

Some men wore felling a tree, which proved to be hol¬ 
low, and from which “a flying squirsel” came forth. When 
the men attemptgd to capture it, with its usual timidity 
it ascended the top of one tree, then sailed off to another; 
but it soon returned with boldness, and while the log was 
being cut olF and split open, it loitered about«the feet of 
the men, in evident distress, with an occasional piteous 
noise, disregarding all dan^f, and frequently passing into 
the log. When the log was opened, there were its bed and 
two young ones ! .The men lifted them out with care, and 
laid them down beside^ier.* Sl?e ^thered up one with her 
paws into a round ball, seized \t with her mouth, ascended 
the same tree, sailed off as befojre to^anpther, safely depo¬ 
siting the young' onii in its' new home, and returned for 
the other. When both were safely hod^d, she seemed to 
lose the power.of calculation^ for she came back, examined 
the place carefully, but finding no more of Ijpr little ones, 
she bent her steps in tfie direotion gf iier new hdhie, and 
returned no more—finding, do.ubtlesB, tbo mudb occupation 
in the society of the little creatures she had risked her life 
. to save, to be amused at a distaiJce from them! 
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Another very curious anecdote has been sent us by a 
friend. A gentleman, it is said, walking in a wood, was 
attracted by a bird l^ng quickly between two trees, from 
the one to the other continually. Presently he observed the 
nest of the little lard in one tree, and that she flew to the 
other to pluck leaves from it, which she carefully laid 
round the edge of )ller nest. This made him curious to 
watch. The bird was sq diligent, tha* until its nest was 
surrounded, she would not wait even to feed her young. 
Presently he observed a large snake approach the nest to 
seize the offspring of that anxious mother'; but directly it 
touched the leaves round the nest, it drew back, and 
immediately left the nest and the tree! The leaves were 
said to be poisonous to the snake; and the instinct of the 
bird led her to surround her nest with them, to preserve 
her helpless progeny. Be this truth or fable, let us learn 
something from it, ' 

See the mother’s watchfulness. She, saw the advances 
of the enemy, and provided against it. Are you sufficiently 
watchful that no subtltf enemy can draw near your home- 
nest without meeting your gaze? Are you careful to 
secure the aid, too, of Zion’s "Watchman?” Without 
this, your watching will be vtin; for there are enemies 
lurking about your nest, so ‘powerful and so crafty, that 
they will not only disturb your nest, ai.d destroy the little 
inhabitants, but will also allure ifud deceive you if you 
stand alone. Much need have vui of the exhortation,— 
“Watch and pray.’,’ You may have help if you seek it. 
If you refuse the offered aid, how will you feel when the 
day arrives in which you will fihd the door of mercy 
“shut” against you and yojjy children? And hearing the 
judge say, t'Ye would not come to me,” you will surely 
exclaim, in bittenross and* remot'se, “ The harvest is past, 
the summw is ended, but we are not saved! ” 
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OETTING INSIDE IN^TIME. 

The first Sabbath we ever spent aijrong Scotians glens 
and lakes was a lovely one, and on the morning of the 
sacred day we felt as we had never felt before. The sun 
was chasing away the mist from the 'mountain side, and, as 
it rose higher and^iigher, revealpd the mighty mass in all 
its noble outlines, dotted with light and shade ; the very 
wind seemed husfied, and nature joined with man to pro¬ 
claim it a day oT rest! 

When we entered our little parlour, our hostess came 
curtseying into the room to know if her daughtes and son- 
in-law might be permhted to join in our family devotions; 
they had come over to be present at the morning ser¬ 
vice, which was to* be held in our primitive church. 
Having signified our cheerful content, they all came in— 
the old man and^iis wifS, with the young couple, all neatly 
dressed. Having read a portion of Scripture^ we spoke a 
few words upon the privileges of the Sabbath, and how it was 
the Lord’s day and not ours; that it was not ofily our duty 
to abstain from all dhlawfnl^work, but to attempt the higher 
and more difficult par^of Iftinging our thoughts and words 
into conformity ^ith God’S most holy commands; that 
acceptable worship did njt j:Qri^i|t in outward forms and 
ceremonies, but in the surrender of the heart to God—in 
the enjoyment of tl|p witness «f. His Spirit with ours that 
we are born again; and after an exhortation to nj^ke the 
attempt now, we all knelt down and prajed. 

Our breakfast was Brought in—the young woman doing 
the duty for her mother k aa^ji, certainly, we n^er partook 
of a breakfast with greater delight—the nevfelaid eggs, the 
fresh butter, an'4,the home-maHe bie^ were qtd^ to our 
taste, and .we were altogetber«so hafpiy, that we exclaimM, 
“Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all hiS benefits!'* ■ 

We now tooS our Bible, ^5 spent the interval before 
0*2 
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public service in meditating on its inspired truths. What 
a blessing to man is a revela^on from God! What could 
he hare known without it, of the great things which belong 
to his everlasting peac^? What of the present position of 
his race ? What' of its universal tendency to evil ? What 
of its possibility or way of recovery ? What of heaven 
or hell ? Blessed bV God, we have a sure word of pro¬ 
phecy, unto which we do well to take l^eed. 

The time was now come to start for the assemblmg of the 
saints—we knew the road, and how long it would take us 
to walk; we held it to he a plemn duty, binding upon 
every man, to be found in his place some minutes before, 
the service begins. It is a truth that God is there, and it 
is a sinful^ contempt of this unspeakable blessing to be 
found sib'seut at the commencement, or hastening with 
hurry and confusion to your seats after the service is begun, 
to the great disturbante of the devout worshipper. 

As we came near to our'primitive church—and it was one 
of the most plain and simjde buildings we had ever seen— 
we were delighted to observe the people coming from all 
quarters, i.There was a little gathering round the door— 
for porch there was none—to give ajid receive a Christian 
greeting, and then they tun'i^,d quietly in;' Wc followed 
the stream, and being recognised aii strangers, were shown 
into the only pew. There was a great quietness and serious¬ 
ness among the peoplfe Adr did we observe any of those 
bland smiles or familiar nods, so common in some congre¬ 
gations—no tittle-jtattle. So loud as to be heard al} over the 
place. It was evident they were ^’out a serious work, 
that they felt they‘were in the presence of God, and that 
the great, solemn truth, “ Thou, God, seest me,” had fast 
hold of their minds; we taniidiy own our whole soul was 
in symp^hy with, the delightful feeling. Many a warm 
cud fervent prayer shot away to heaVen, and doubtless 
there were many hearts anxious for a blessing upon the 
services of the day. 
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As soon as the tinkling of the little bell had ceased, the 
minister made bis appearance, and the holj man went with 
a steady, sober pace—not a skip and jump!—to the pulpit, 
which he seemed to enter with a (Jeep conscionsnesyof the 
solemn responsibility resting upon him. * It appeared as if 
the words of the prophet had got hold of his mind, "When 
I say unto the wicked thou shalt Purely; die, and thou 
•givest liiin not \^rning, nor speakest to warn the wicked 
from his wicked way to sayp his life, the same wicked man 
shall die in his iniquity, but his blood will I require at thy 
hands.” 

Here we must stay our narrative, for the service which 
followed was far too important to be crowded at the heel of 
a paper already its fpll dimensions; we would just ask, 
—Are you ready for worshipping God in thin ^ieavenly 
temple? You may soon be called to meet Him. Will you 
meet Him as an enemy or a friend*? ” 

. M. B. 


THE YOUNG MOTHEE’S PAG^. 

“ Give Mm not oil Iiis d*eire; so shalt thou strengthen him in hope: 
Neither stop with indulgence tji8 fountain of his tears; so shall he 
fear thy firmness.” • 

My dear Madam,—M y little boy was playing tliis morning 
in the garden, when he^brefr iR^balf beyond IJis reach on one 
of the beds. Kndwing he must not go on the plants after it, he 
appealed to me for help. T found t»stick,with which I tlioiight 
I could reach it. He wished, however, to fio it all himaelf, and 
as he was not allowed,* he threw^himself^iuta a passion, which 
obliged me finally to take him up stairs, undress him, and put 
him to bed. WJien there, he continued crying, an(h after leav¬ 
ing him awhile, I returned and Tichortod him to be^ good boy. 
He replied, “ I don’t kno^ Jiow, ipamma! I can’t b^good; I 
don’t know how,’t«aid he ggain, sobbi^. 2 told him God wouM 
make him good, if he asked Hint. But he still perfisted that'he 
did not know how to be good; by which I perceived that be 
meant he had nut power to stop bis tears. I therefore asked 
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him if he wished to be good; and, on his saying “ Yes,” I told 
him, if he would trj' to leave -off crying, I would read him a 
hymn. I then read one or two, during which he was very 
quiet, and asked sundry questions. Then I read the hymn 
beginning, “ Lo, at noon ’tis sudden night.” He heard it very 
attentively, requesting an explanation. I endeavoured, as well 
as I could, to give him some idea of the sufferings of Jesus, and 
of the Father’s displeasure against those who inflicted them;— 
of His having undergone and permitted al>- this in order that we 
might be saved;—and how Jesus had been punished, in order that 
we Blight not be punished. I reminded him of his naughtiness 
in the garden, and showed him that naughty children could 
never go to heaven, if Jesus had not died to save men from 
punishment; but that now every little child who goes to God, 
and asks to be forgiven, and is sorry for being naughty, may be 
forgiven—because Jesus has “borne thepunisbment instead.” 

Willie looked very thoughtful, and lay very quiet. Ids little 
cheeks still burning from the recent storm, and the tears still 
standing on his face. “ But, mammii,” he said, after a while, 
lifting himself up a little, and looking at me, “ mamma, you 
do whip me sometimes!” I hardly kne'. , at first, how to 
answer this appeal. I had once before half fancied that some 
idea of the kind had crossed his mind, for he bad said to me one 
morning ir. bed (in reference to a hymn I had repented, con¬ 
taining these words, “So out of pity^ Jesus said. He would 
bear the punishment instead ”)y “ Mamma, was Jesus punished 
that little boys might not be pim'shed?” I Lad not then 
entered into the subject; but now I felt I must attempt to do 
so. I therefoi'e told him that it is not in nbis world that God 
punishes the wicked, but when ppoplefflie, if they are naughty, 
they will be punished, but that Jesus died to bear this punish¬ 
ment for them; and all who come to God and ask Him to forgive 
them because Jesus died, may be forgiven, and not punished 
when they die; hut 'Jod did^ot mean that they should not be 
punished if they are naughty, while they are alive; and that God 
has commanded ftithers and njpthers to punish children who do 
wrong, in order to try to kdfep theta from being naughty, and in 
order to-help to malte them .good. . I asked Willie if he tiiought 
Jip could understand what I bad sa’d, and- lie replied, “ Yes.” 
So I left him; and, coming m a few minutes after, found him 
sleeping tranquilly. E. G. 
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THE jpiBLE. 

Mother ! are you thankful for cheap Bible ? And 
are you careful to procure one for your son and your 
daughter, when they leare your roof, to go forth into the 
wide, wide world? Ah, many a mother has placed a 
Bible in her boy’s chest, when pa^mg^his articles of 
clothing for him, ^e he bade hej a long farewell ; and this 
same blessed book has beet) valued and read, for her sake, 
when she has gone to her home in the “better land,” and 
he has resolved^ when reading its pages, to follow the 
example of his praying mother. There will be many a 
tale told in heaven of Bibles given to sons by good mother! 
Now, when you placa this best of books in ^our boy’s 
trunk, co]>y the following ver^s, and place between the 
leaves ; and, if you cannot write, put this number of 7'Ae 
Mothers' Friend in it. You can sj*are just a penny for a 
matter of so mucl^ importance. 

A MOTHEU’S BE^T GIFT. 

“ Remember, love, who gave thee tlii-s. 

When otliei^days shall corac ; 

When^he who had thy earliest kiss 
Sleeps in her aarrow home: 

Remember, ’twas a mother gave 
The gift to t«ie she’e^dif Jo,e^ve.' 

“ That mother sought a pledge of love, 

The hoIiest«/or fcer son*; , 

And from the gifts of God*Bbov» * 

She chose a goodly one: 

She chose for hue beloved boy 
The Source of light, and life, and joy. 

“ She bade him keep the ^ft, that when. 

The parting hourfshould conm,, 

They misfit have tope to meetiBgain 
la an eternal hom* ' * 

She said his fidth in that -would be 
Sweet incense to her memory. 
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“And should the scoffer, io his pride. 

Laugh that pure faith to scorn, 

And bid him cast the pledge aside 
That he from youth had borne; 

She bade him pause, and ask his breast 
If he or she had loved him best? 

“ A mother'^ blessing on her son 
Goes -with this holy thing: 

The love tliat wojild retain the Lne, 

' Must to the other cling. 

Remember! 'tis no idle toy; 

A Mother’s Gift ! Remembep,, boy ! ” 

Walter Foegeson. 


LITTLE ROBBIE GOING HOME. 

The death-scene I'am about to describe (says the gen¬ 
tleman who writes) is not of a ripe Chrj.stian, but of a little 
boy under four years old. It was such a scene of wonder and 
pleasure to me, that I wViuld fain have all the Sunday-school 
children in the land acquainted with it. 

A few nights ago, just as I was going to bed, a lady came 
in and asked me to go to ' v nei|;hbour’^ house and see 
“ Little Robbie,” who was dying. Her statement of the 
strange scene induced me to go. Just before I went in he 
had several times called, “Come, children, come!” and I 
found that all the little ones in t^e house, who had gone to 
bed, jhad been brought into his chamber by his parents to 
take a last farewell. He called eacA one by name —one by 
one he kissed them. O, it was a sight of great tenderness, 
and one ,of many tears. Ope of his brothers was absent at 
school, andrhim he did hot call as he did the rest, but said, 
“TellWillie come,'" After the children retired to bed 
"tigainihe repeated'a^SSn and again the esil—“Come,cbildren, 
come! Come, children, come!” And when his parents 
would inquire “Where, Robbie?” he would answer, “To 
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He/iven!” Then he would say, as he lay on his back 
withhis eyes fixed on the ceilij^,“Please God, takeBobbiej” 
God, please take Robbie!” These .expressions were con¬ 
tinually interspersed with “Pa conw;, Ma come to Hearen; 
come, children, come to Heaven!” 

For three or four hours he lay thus gazing intently 
upward as though he was looking iuto*^eaven, and almost 
incessantly, during^hat time, uttering these expressions in 
an audible and almost ringing tone. Once he asked for a 
white rose—“Please, Ma, get Robbie a white rose.” A red 
one was broughtf being the.most convenient. When it was 
brought he rejected it, saying, “No, Ma, Bobbie don’t want 
that.” After awhile he asked again for a white rose. 
When it was brought he said, “ Let me smell it. That will 
do, Ma; put it away now.” There was but liftle inter¬ 
mission, during the las^ few hours of his life, of the above 
remarkable expressions; so he muJt have uttered them 
scores, perhaps hjjndreds* of times. At one time, as I 
stood over him, gazing with wonder on him, I recited 
the hymn :— 

“ There is a happy land, 

Par, for away, 

Where saints ip^lory stand, 

Bi'ight’bright as day.” 

He ceased speakiug.and listened, showing that tlic subject 
agreed with and filled »{) h!s tliou^ts; but as soon as I 
had done he began agmn, “J?Iease God, take Robbie 
to Heaveiy.” Again^he was silent 4pruig most of the 
time that prayer was pifered his bedside. The last 
words he spoke were aknost inaudible,*^ mere whisper— 

“ Come, children, come.” He had not breath to utter 
the last word, aud the fluttering spark of life wgut out. 

Many may inquire, wliat wa« thjs child’s clikracter 
in life? Withou'^eing a very preixici^us child, he wa#" 
thoughtful and observing, fie seemed to have an intense 
love of flowers. He delighted greatly in music. He was 
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a pattern of neatness and cleanliness. For some weeks 
before be became sick, he Showed a remarkably unselfish 
disposition. A spirit of meekness, gentleness, and kindness 
showed itself conCinuaTly. Some one teased him just before 
his last sickness about his fondness for tin trumpets, of which 
he had several. “•jSfever mind,” said he, "God will give 
Bobbie wings pretty soon, and me fly to Heaven and blow 
my music there.” Perhaps we may‘infer from this that 
his heart was being prepared for what we saw and heard on 
his death-bed. It did seem to us as if the Spirit of God 
had somehow fitted him foV Heaven, and opened his 
spiritual sight to behold the bliss and glory to which 
he was approaching. 

The chamber where Robbie died seems now a hallowed 
•spot. One of the children well expressed this awhile after 
death. “ Ma,” sai^, she, " I was' always afraid of a dead 
person, but there seemed to be a glory about him.” The 
whole scene is indelibly impressed ofi the memory of all 
who were present—a sgene that should startle the sinner— 
confound the infidel—and delight the Christian. 

Mother! hare you a Robbie, a Willie, a Mary, or a 
Lizzie, folded in the Great Shepherd’s arms up yonder? 
Listen to the sweet voice speaking*to you. MTiat does it say 1 
"Mother! Father! come to Heaven ; come to Heaven!” 


GOOD SEED SPI^INGING pP AFTER MANY 
DAYS. 

To the tSdiior of " The Mothers' Friend,” 
MADi.u,—The following extracts from a very interesting 
work, ertitled " Memoirs Robert and Alexander Haldane,” 
may not te deemed unsuitable' fpr the pages of Tke Mother^ 
Frirnd, as exhibiting the Valte of a pious mother’s prayers 
and example. ‘ ^ 

" My mother’s' Snstructiods,” says her youngest son, in 
a memorandum found #inongst his papers, " were so far 
useful, that even when she,was not present I made a conscience 
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of prayer. What she said concerning sin and pnnishment, 
also produced a considerable in^pression on my mind. I was 
d(sirous of avoiding sin, yet frequently committed those ans to 
which children are particnlarly exposed. I well knew* that 
this was wrong, and having been told that infents would go to 
heaven, I regretted that I had not died before I liad sense to 
discern what was wrong.” ^ 

He proceeds:—“ My mother died whe^ I was very young— 
I believe under six; jiet I am convinced that the early impres* 
sion made on my mind by her jare was never entirely effiieed; 
and to this, ns an eminent means in the hand of God, I impute 
any serious thoughts, which in the midst of my folly would 
sometimes intrude upon my ftiind, as well as that still small 
voice, which afterwards led me to see that all below was vanity, 
without an interest in that inheritance which can never fade 
away.” He adds;—“ I. mention this more partiqplarly, be¬ 
cause it may lead Christian parents to sow in hope thq seed of 
Bivine truth in the minds of their children, and may prevent 
their considering their effdrts unavailing^ even where the things 
which they have taught seem to have been uttered in vain. No 
means of grace is,»I apprShend, more—perhaps, none is so 
much countenanced of God, as early religions instrucUon.” 

The instructions of this devoted mether were not weakened 


or counteracted, as often happens, by apparent inconsistency. 
Her life was a life of pijictical godliness, and of cheerful trust 
in the Saviour. Qften, when shahad seen her children in bed, 
and supposed that they wereaslfeep, she was overheard by them 
on her knees by their bedside, earnestly praying that the Lord 


would be pleased to guide theji ftrpj^ that world, which she 
felt that she was herself dbon to leave f that their lives might 


be devoted to His service lyion eqrth ; and, finally, that they 
might be brought to HIS everlasting kingdoi^. 

She died of an attack of illness commencfng with a ooldT Her 


medical attendant, Dr. Wtllison, although hi«ielf an avowed un¬ 
believer, emphatically declared that such a death-bed was enough 


to make one in love with death, Shgrtly before she die^, she was 
asked if she would like once more td see her ehi%en, but she 


declined, saying, that it would onIy*gita|e^er; that She had 
been enabled impUBWy to surrender themlfinto the hands 
God, and she- would rather ledve* them thbre. Her faith was 
strong, not only for herself, but for them; and that fiuth was 
not disappointed. 
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For a long time after tbeir mother’s death, both the brother* 
were luoch solemnized by a ^nse of the importance of those 
things which she bad so earnestly inculcated; but whatever 
appearances of scrioutaess continued for some years, they were 
not enduring, which is discovered by several extracts from the 
manuscript already quoted. “ Till I was twelve years old,” 
the writer says, “ I continued to pray, go to church, and read 
my Bible on the Sattfaath, but it was only from a principle of 
duty. I was wejl pleased if anything occurred which seemed 
a suffieieqt excuse to myself for staying at home on the Lord’s 
day. Sometimes I had serious thoughts and pleasure in prayer: 
this always puffed me up.... but to show hovr much I consi¬ 
dered prayer a task, if I had bowed my knee in such a frame 
as tliis before supper, I considered it unnecessary to pray again 
when 1 went to bed.... From about thirteen to sixteen 1 be¬ 
came more careless, often spending the Sabbath evenings in 
idle conversation, and 1 was pleased to find my conscience less 
and leb scrupulous. I began also to swear; and except a 
form of prayer, which I still kept up, every serious idea seemed 
to have fled.” 

Are we then to suppose that t!ie iDstrpetions of his sainted 
mother had not fallen like the good seed into good ghound 1 
Had her prayers been opered in vain ? Had the confidence of 
that faith, which burned so bright in the hour of her departure, 
been, on behalf of her children, a vain trust in the promises of 
the Gospel ? Had she misca^Iculatcd'ihe meaning of those de¬ 
clarations made on behalf of tlie of^priiig of believing, prayer¬ 
ful, and persevering parents t It will he seen that the blossoms 
of early piety had nearly disappeared,—-that they had proved 
like the early cloud mid the‘morning dew. But yet the faith¬ 
ful labours of the trustful mother had not been in vain. Her 
prayers had ascended before the Inerry-scat, “ perfumed with 
muck incen^e,” and'were registered in heaven. The good seed 
was only buried, lost; and, by-and-by, after a long winter, 
it was-destined to spring up in “ the power of an endless life,” 
instinct with blessings for her children, and^her children’s chil¬ 
dren ; nay,_^for thousands wSo were to receive the Gospel from 
their voice, or from their writing?; 

^‘tfqlieve me, dear Madas.;, 

Sincerely yours, 

1858. B. M.M. 
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THE TWO MISTAKES. 

To the Editor of*' TJe Mothers’ Friend.” 

Mt dear Madam,— Finding your widely circulated little 
work knows no respect of persons, I venture to send you two 
little circumstances relative to my o\9n history ; bat wheteier 
they will be found worthy to occupy a place in your valuable 
magazine must be left to your own judgment. 

I am one of a numerous family, and «4en a*little boy—just 
capable of minding cgws and so on—^returning home one night 
with my father and. elder brother, *we found my mother and 
sisters very busy preparing for baking. My mother had Just 
discovered that she had not so much flour as she needed ; my 
work not being coflsidered so laborious as my elder brother’s, I 
was selected to run to the mill, the distance of about three 
quarters of a mile. 11 being rather dark, and! a littlq timid„I 
requested the company of^ a younger brother; this was refused, 
and I was ordered otf immediately. Passing througlktbe gate, 
I stood making a noise in the hope that my young brother 
would be sent out to aciompany me. The door soon opened, 
but, instead of my brother, I saw my mother with a stick, with 
which she beat me, %ad threatened to beat me more severely, if 
I did hot soon return. 

I now began to feci sorry I had given my mother so much 
trouble, and, losing all my fears, I ran os fast as 1 coulj, obtained 
the flour, and returned with all speed. Pride then took the 
place of fear, and,I begaS to reaspn thus with myself—“ Mother 
will be sure to call'me a gqpd b»y for going so quick, and I shall 
be sure to have a cake from the oven ! ” But when I opened the 
door, the first glance of my mother’s e^e plainly told me she had 
not forgiven me, and her«vor(A s8o*n dftnfirmcd hlr looks j for 
I had scarcely entered when I heard the heart-rending words— 
“ Take off your shoes, Sir, alid go to feed supperless.” 

I have ndt written, this, dear madhm, ^t*of any diswspeot 
to my mother, but to shtfw that the best o^ijothers may some¬ 
times make a mistake, mother was a good, kind mother, 
but I often think jf The Motlur^^ Friend had been in circa- 
lation then, we should have%een a much happier family.— 
But old times are passed a^ey, my mother has !ong feeen in 
heaven, I am bccowba fathqr, and am Ijplii^to make mistake^ 
too, OB I will tell you. ♦ 

One Sunday morning, a little time since, my eldest daughter 
was repeating to me a piece she had fcarnc^from her magazine. 
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« The Wind in a Frolic —coming to that part where the wind 
reached the cattle, she made vs^of the word ** iamtliar” instead of 
*‘tinnsual.” I corrected her;—she replied, “ I just learned it from 
Fuze’s book, father, wd it was so there.” 1 told her that could 
sot be; she said,-♦►“It was, indeed, father.” I again told her she 
must be wrong; she was about to confirm what she had said, but 
I rather sternly bade, her be silent, assuring her I knew better. 
Going to school ^he called for her companion Eliza, and 
bomwed her book ; and when I overtook them my little girl 
looked'at,me with a countenance of innocence and fear, and held 
op the book, saying—“ Look here, fiither^” I at once saw I 
was wrong—my conscience smote me, I confessed my fault, and 
asked my child’s pardon, wbicii was readily and cheerfully 
granted. Thus I have told my tale in os few words as I could, 
hoping some mother or father may be benefited thereby. 

, , 0. D., a Father. 

[Fatheraand mothers need wisdom. Ask it from heaven.—E d.] 


GOING HOME ON SATUe6aY NIGHT. 

Thinks I, how nic6 to have a house of my own! no 
matter how little, provided it will hold two or so ; no 
matter how humbly furnished, provided there is hope in 
it; let the wind blow—cIoseAhe ^urtains—what if they are 
calico, or plain white, without tassel, or any such thing? 
Let the rains come do^n—hgap up the fire—no matter if 
you have not a candle, for the light from beautiful glowing 
coals sheds a sunset through the ropm, just enough to talk 
by-rnot loud, as-.in highways—^not rapid, as in the 

hurrying worJd—but aaftly, slowly^ whispering, with pauses 
between, fi>r the stom without ahd the thoughts witl^ to 
fill np< Then wheel thp. spfa round before the fire—^no 
matter if the sofa is a settee hncushioned, if so be it is just 
long enough foi^^ro, of say three. Hijy sweetly the music 
' of silver.bells frum'the time to come fsUs the listeiung 

1 heart &en! How mouniMly swells the chime of the days 
that are no more l ^ 



SOUETBIKS ABOUT THE FACE. lt9> 

EFFECTS OF EARLY TEACHING ON A ROBBER. 

During the absence of Mr. James Montgomery at pu^blic 
worship, one Lord’s day, some robbees entfred his house at 
Sheffield, and stole, among other articles, a silver inkstand, 
which had been presented to him by^ the ladies of that 
town. The loss, however, was but fjr a time—“ And,” 
remarked Mr. Montgomery, “prqyed the occasion of the 
greatest complimeitt I ever‘had paid me. A few days 
after my loss, a bos*came directed to me—I opened it, and 
lol there was, ifninjured, Jhe missing inkstand! and a 
note, in which the writer expressed his regret that he had 
entered my house and taken it. The thief said, bis.mother 
had taught him some of my verses when he was a boy, 
and on seeing my name on the inkstand he first became 
aware whose house he had robbed, and was so stung with 
remorse that he could not rest until‘he had restored my 
property, hoping *God would forgive him.”—Mother, 
teach on! M. L. E. 

SOMETHING ABOUT tIiE FACE. 

The expression of th^facesfs a beautiful distinction of 
humanity. We are little aware of the influence winch it 
constantly exerts. If the dppnh jiy^al, on wl\pm man too 
often exercises his cruelty—if the horse or the dog, when 
sufiering from the vic^^noe of ma^—could turn upon him 
with a human look of mdignatmn'or afspeU, could any one 
resist the power of the* mute expostuia^)^ Z How extra¬ 
ordinary, too, the difference of expression in the human 
face, by which‘the reooguitiqii of personal i^ntity ia 
seenred! On this small surface are depicted such 
various trmts, tlm among the*miU«oM of inhabitants 
on the earth, no two have (h» same lineaments of facef 
What dire confusion wotdd ensne if all countenances wcee 
alike! If parents did not recognise their children I the 
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FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 


friend his friend ! 15ut now we can point to onr beloved 
ones among the multitudes' of the assembled universe! 
How' wise the great Maker of All! How good! God 
is love! 

FEAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

PEF-rA'RING JEWELS FOR SETTING. 

The lajudary cmplo3'S hiore than oue instrument in pre¬ 
paring the gem for its final setting. They are kejit in the 
work-house, and are continual neighbours to the iiistrumeuts. 
often coming under them till made (juitc ready. The 
Church is God’s jeweliy—His work-house ; and the Cliris- 
tian passes from oue jiroeess of refiueineut to another, 
polishing for His house and jialaee. 

FORGIVEN ESS. 

Forgive thy f es—nor that alone,— 

'I'hcir evil deeds willi good repay ; 

Fill those with joy who leave thee none, 

And kiss the hand upraised to slay. 

Fo do( s the fragrant sandal how 
In meek forgiveness to its doom ; 

And o’er the axe, at every IdOw, 

Slieds in abiiudaneerich iieiiiiine. 

i. 

ijisiiop iiounk’s remark on the conversion of the 

ETHIOPIAN EUNtJCJI.—'^( aCTS VIIl. 27, d!t.) 

“ How will this illustrious Ethiojfian rise uji in jiidgmeiit 
against those Christians,,who in koui^i of domestic ease and 
tranquillity never open a llihle, when he did not even travel 
in his chariotivytjiout one. A nobleman thus employed 
was an object that engaged the attention of Hear on, and an 
Evangclii t was sent to so'y- tl'P seed of Tteriial life in a 
ground so well prepared.” 

NOTICES or BOOK,S. 

Homr ThoiKjhis. A Chean '^ilaynzinef')r ih Fami'y. Kent, Fitter- 
iioster Ivow. 

As far ass we have seen the nv i.bers tliey bid fdlr to be useful. 
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DEAD LI'CJ'LE ONES. 

Mothkb, when you had your su^et babe put in(p your 
arms, did you think it was given td you I Did you ? Ah, 
you made a mistake; it was only lent, not given. Has 
the bountiful Giver taken it back a^aiii, and placed it up 
among the shining multitude ? lias He ? ' Well, we have 
some there also; ^ we will step*aside into a shady path, 
and together converse of out folded lambs. 

They look very lovely up there, in their beauty, bound¬ 
ing over the celestial hills and down the golden streets b\' 
the river of life, do they not? “Yes; but they were 
lovely down here too!” To be sure they were;‘did ever 
mother take her first* and last kiss of a balrc a day old 
without thinking it beautiful ?-s-Ni;vEn. * 

Our path led us on wlierc could look upon dying and 
dead babies, at a season of great mortality among these 
little ones. Oh,tiow be.antifnl and unearthly tlioy looked, 
laid down in their .silence, with folded liautls u]>on the 
quiet little breast! They lookccl like chiseled marble, 
only more perfect than mortal hands could form it. A 
friend reinarkod, “Itls well with the hahe.” We thought 
of the lines by a mothc* wh6 had suffered, and wc said— 

“ Is it well with tlsj child ” and she aii.swcred, “ Tis well." 

Hut T gazed on theanotlilT wfio' iljiake, 

For the tremulous tear, as it sprang from its cell. 

Bade a doubt in ujy bftsom awalie. 

And I marked tlmt the bloom Trohi hei'features had iVd, 

So late in their loveliness rare. 

And the hue of the wa’i'cher, who bends o'er the dead. 

Was gatlieripg in pensiveiiess there ! 

“ Is it well with the child? V and jhe answered, ’Tis.weII! ” 

I remembere* .'■is bcau^ and graee^* y 
When the tones of its laughter did tunefully swell 
III affection’s delighted embrace ; 

VOL. VI. It 
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DEAD LITTLE ONES. 


And thrnu>,di tlicir long lasli, as it rose from its sleep, 

Its eyes beamed a rapturous ray, 

And 1 wondered that silence'should settle so deep 
O’er the home of r. being so gay ! 

“ Is it well with .*be cbild ? ” and she answered, “ ’Tis well. 

It has tastc'd of sickness and pain ; 

Of the pang, and the groan, and the gasp it might tell, 

Bill it neve.- shall suffer again ! 

In nty dreams, as an angel it stands by yiy side. 

In the garments of glory and love; 

And I hear its glad lays to the Saviour who died, 

'Mid the choir of the blessed above!” 

While standing amidst those scenes of sorrow we heard 
friends say—” Ah, it is well the dear hahe is gone out of 
tills troublesome world ; it is better off.” To be sure it is 
“better off;” altogether better; and, hy-and-by, when 
cares and sorrows press heavily upon us, we shall rejoice 
that at least some of p,ur Innihs are' safely housed; but we 
must feci for the wcejiing, bereaved mothers! Grim 
Death comes sometimes in such a rude and rough way— 
SiiafcJiinf/ the little, gentle things with his cold, grasping 
hand, that, the friend looking on must have a heart of flint, 
or none at all, vvlio does not feel for the heart-stricken 
mother. We try to coinforf-her, and she'smiles through 
her fears, while we remind her of the fact that her precious 
nursling is taken away in the purity of its infancy, before 
sin had maned the sjihUieirV of its moral nature, and 
she trios to say, “It is well,” as we tell her of all the 
every-daj' sorrows and fares, apU snares and tears, her 
eherisKbd little one has now for ever escaped. 

And wlfeh the first wild tbrob is felt 
Of anguish and despair, 

" Sbe lifts lier eye of'fniKi to beavenj 
“And thinks, “My child is there! ” 

This be6“ c-n dry the gushing t^vs. 

This giye'the he,art relief, 

Bntil the Christian’s pious hope 
O’ercomes the mother’s grief. 
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Maternal alFcctioii must weep, and Jesus will not frown 
upon her tears. No, no; we know from Llis character that 
He feels for bereaved mothers. He felt for the widowed 
mother, carrying out her only son from the gates of the 
walled city, and called him back 4,o present him to his 
mother. He felt for the mother and the father of the dead 
maiden, and allowed tliem to stand by llis side while He 
commanded her to return to their cirjbraec'; and He feels 
for you now, weeping mother. IJc will not, indeed, stand 
by yor.r side at tho'grat e, as.He did by Mary and Alartha, 
and call forth youfyireeious one to live and die again in 
this lower world ? but the ijay shall come when you sliall 
behold it, clad in the iLabiliinents of immortality, among 
the lambs of the flock. Amidst the luil!e!ujali,s of idl 
licaven, yon shall bear .tlie sw'cet soft voices of the little 
ones, pouring out joy and gladness, and love and gr.Tti- 
tude to Him who has Ifjved and washed them in llis blood. 
The hosannas of tlie infant choir i;t the Eternal Temple 
sh.ill echo and r#-echo v.inidst its arches, sw’eetly and 
harmonionsly ; and yo?t—yes, yon, mother, sltall hear it! 
Will jou be there to join them? * 

We, one daj', observed a sbcplierd trying to mduce one 
of his flock to^ follow* him witli her lamb. lie jmt his 
crook round her* leg verj gei>t.ly', and called to her, and bis 
dog came barking around at bis iimster’s command ; but 
no, she won/tt go <nn nibble,^nibble at the jpe.m grass, 
heedless of the wishes of the shepSerd. At length, after 
some patient waiting, hs Jook xp^he.r lamh nml widl.ed up 
the field, clas]iing the temfer CKatnre in liis arms against 
his breast. Ah, then the moflier foll^vw;d! No more 
green grass for her! Shi: bounded away after the sittplicrd 
who carried hc» lamb—a\|ay«,towards the folc^ needing 
neither crook nor dog to (juicken her speed ! • 

Mother! Th^ great and good Shaplferd has taken up 
your lamb. .Perhaps you (lidmot liesd His call or IHs 
crook while your lamb was near you. You bowetl your 
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CALL OF THE KNELL. 


liead towards the earth; but now you are looking up! 
The sky has more charms than the green earth now! Is 
it so ? Pious mother! your' beautiful flower could not live 
in this cold, chilly atmosphere—it was blighted down here ; 
but it is unfolding in fragrance now, beneath the beams of 
the Sun of llighteousness. 

May, 18 .').'}. 


CALL OF THE KNELL! 

ANOTitr.it knell! “ Conic—conic—come.” 
What anguish will that sound iniprrt 
To the sad mother’s riven heart! 

It calls her forth, to britig her dead 
To its last dark and grassy bed. 

In accents wild the mother cried, 

“ Uly babe, for tliee I would have died ! ” 
jVo mother, no, this may not be. 

There’s mercy'in the sound for thee— 

“ Come—come—come.” 

Oh, dismal knell! “Come—come—come.” 
The .Shc])herd folds thy Iamb on high, 

To tempt tliy footsteps to the sky. 

“ No, no, I cannot spare my child,” 

Was uttered still in accents wild. 

The stricken mother beat to press 
The babe who now felt no caress— 

” My child, my child, oh ! may 1 rest, 
Ercrlong, down m^ny grassy nest.” 

Come—come—come.” 

Mother, list! “Come—ccime—comc. 

When I sojuurneti a babe below,. 

Nougl.'t epuld I th'>n of Jesus know! 

Put 1 live still—enthroned itbove. 

And much I learn of heavenly love. 
Mother, did you behold me die ? 

Hid you hear my last, iry plaintive cry? 
Your earth-tflund eyes could notCwhold 
Angels, with my brighi. crown of gold. 
Saying, ‘ Come—come—come.’ 
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“ Stop the knell’s ‘ Come—cotnc—come.’ 
Saw you iny youu" spirit fly 
To my home above the*sky ? 

I no more your care require, 

1 can sweej) a seraph’s lyre. 

Dearest mother ! now I rest 
On my Shepherd’s loving hiaas’. 

Your infant hoy 
Now s'ngs with jo}', 
tt'illi i*iee and lyre, • 

And spirit’s lire," 

Of linn who died— 

Thetrncified ! • 

Mother ! 1 am lor ever hlest; 

(’onie ! oh, come with me to rest. 

‘ Come— coiiiy — come.’ ” 


A PAGE FOR FATHERS. 

THE TtVO EVENINGS. 

A THIN, pale, sorrowful-looking woman was siting by a 
dim candle and a few embers, in a neat but very scantily 
fnrnisbcd cottage. Reside lies sat a little girl, about eight 
j'ears of age, who, like •tticf*molber, looked half-fed, half- 
elotlied, and very anxious. Mrs. 'Wayniark cast a loving 
but (lesjiairing glance j-ownjd» ♦lio*chikl, s.aysug, “Polh', 
dear, you bad belter go to bed ; you will feel very tired for 
vour long walk to school tp-morresw, if you do not, for it is 
getting very late.”- “ I do not fcM tir?d, mother,” I’cplied 
the gentle cliiUl, “ and you willdie so wielrfncholy here all 
alone, if I go to bed ; and I am .afraid you will cry too, like 
you did last Saturday, whei? ITtft you all by y«irsclf. I 
saw vour eves red, wbeuyot^c ime^to put my Su'Vidajt clothes 
all ready for me the cljair ; but y<ju did not know I say 
you. I could not go to sleep fdr thinking of father ^ pnd I 
know, if I went to bed now, I s],iould not go to sleep, but 
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A PAGE FOE FATHEES. 


only listen for him. Oli, how I do wish he would -stay at 
home on evenings, like Jane May’s father. Don’t yon think 
he will come soon, mother “ 1 hope so, dear, for I am 
very tired by ironing so long, and the walk with the clothes 
to the great house.” " Hark, mother! I do think I hear 
father’s voice out in the lane; shall I open the door ?” 
“No, dear, we will vyait a bit; father don’t like any one to 
see our door open a/: niglit, nor our pale faces either, he 
says.” “Don’t he, mo,'her ? Oh 6'ear, how my heart 
beats up to my chin ; tc.achei says, the doctor ought to 
listen to it, mother.” 

Just tlien, a heavy shoe kicked the door, and Polly ran 
behind her mother, sadly frightened. “ Can’t you ojien the 
deor quicker ?” said the rough voice of a stout man ; “ .sleep¬ 
ing sound enough. I’ll he bound.’- “No, father,” said 
the gentle, delicate cliihl,““we were talking.” “What 
business have you up this time of tiight, I should like to 
know. Be out of 111 /way at once, or I’ll make you fly.” 

The child walked towards the stairs, looking more dead 
than alive; and as she passed her father, she glanced round 
at his bloated face, sa/ing, “Oh, father, my heart heats 
so.” “ I'll make it heat more,” said the e.xeitod man, 
and stretching forward to give the little orcaturc a blow, he 
overbalanced himself, and fell qpon^her just ns she reached 
the sharp edge of an iron box in which slic kejit her 
little hooks. 

The bewildered molher llcw (o' the s]'ot, exclaiming, 
“ Oh, Thomas, you have killed^ our dear child!” The 
into.xicated man striiiggled to rise, and as he did so, the 
defith-like face of poor little Pollj’- appeared to the agonised 
mother, covered vrith blood. Gently and tenderly she 
raised the child to her lap,,as^she sat on (he floor, hut no 
sign of liJe appeared—she had fainted. 

Thoriias looked.Jiarror-'strickC'n, and certainly more sober 
t’aan he had becn^fbr many hours. “Shall I fetch the 
doctor, Mary?” he asked, in a tone of some anxiety. 
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"Wait a very little/’ replied the thoughtful woiuan, "she 
is, I think, coining to, and I should not like the doctor to 
sec ns just as we are now. 1 have seen her faint before; 
poor dear child, and I am afraid there is something wrong 
at her heart; but where tlie blood eomhs from, 1 cannot 
tell.” “Ah ! I miderstaiid, Mary.” said AVayinark, “you 
don’t like the doctor to sec mo jnsfe* as I.nm ; and, sure 
enough, he would say, there’s eomotbrug wrong aljout my 
heart, and I am afi;aid I shall iirver get right any more. 
Hut there, Mary, ’tis no fault of yours for certain ; ’tis all 
my own liiolhardiiiess to be led along by bad com[iaiiy, and 
never earing for you nor for my own character.” “ Well, 
well, 'riionias, there is no use in going over the jiasl, at 
this hour of deej) trouble; let us set things stiaighl, and 
then call the doctor.” “ I’ll go now, Mary,” rejained the 
Imsbaiid, in a faltering voice ; “ I arn afraid the poor little 
thing is dreadfidh' hurt? Oil ! wliat^i tool 1 have been, to 
throwaway rlownright hajipinca.s for a drunkard’s song! 
and now, maybe, tlte jiunisliment is coming in this life as 
well as the next. Wiiat shall I say to tlie doctor, wife? I 
can walk well enough now—I have had cnoiiglk to sober 
me.” “.Just say, Tbo^mas, that we want liiiii to look at 
our liUle I’olly ;1 1 know be h»s some bars about her; I 
will manage all Ibe rest Mien be comes.” 


MATERNAh ASS.OClATIONg—DOING GOOD. 

* • • , • 

Jixtract from a. Letter to the JZd'dor. 

Mv DKAR Madam,—^ ye rogulslrly meot-^a/formerly, once 

a fortnight.It lias been noticed that many who 

used, wlicii first tliey attended,sto^ very irregular, ijjid looked 
dirty and untidy, are now n^ver absent but from ilinoss, either 
in their own persons or in theif famines, s«idrfire very neat and 
clean in their persons, anth their countenances have a more 
pleasing and intelligent expressfon ; and from the visitor^if the 
Christian Instruction Society I hear tjiat the Maternal Meetings 
• H 3 ‘ 




123 


THE NEGRO MOTHER. 


are much prlzwl, and tlic nioUiers state that tliey Imve derived 
great siiiiitiial good from attending them. 

■ [Let our friends wlio conduct tliesc interesting meetings be 
euooiwaged ; it is not'a little matter to Iielp mothers to be 
“tdeau and tidy but vVe know of greater things than these— 
ninny a jioor ignorant mother has been made wise unto salvation 
through the instrumentality of Maternal Associations.— Ed.] 


* THE NEGKO SIOTIIER.—No. V. 

■‘The miserable jiast was forgutten, as she looked for the happier 
future.” 

OxE day, when Judith and her boy were enjoying one of 
tlieir pleasant widks, the negro mother rcniarked:—“ I so 
glad, Kobert, to find you just what Massa Missionary said 
everybody might be, and everybody ought to be.” “ No, 
no, tnother! ” (juickly rejoined the lad. “ I am not, in¬ 
deed, as good as you imagine. I feel that I am a great 
sinner ; and I am very often afraid tbat^I shall never reach 
heaven, whpre all the inhabitants, and the very place, are 
ail pure: but the only.hope I have is, that I shall be 
washed chean in the precious blood of Jesus Christ, who 
carnc to die for sinners: for you kip,ow', mother, only those 
who believe will he saved, ajid I am aLaid that I may 
make a mislake about the kind of belief I have, because 
the Bible says tliat devils believe and tremble : hut then 1 
know th’v do not love; and then I take courage ; for I do 
think 1 love the dear Saviour.” 

Saying this, ll,«hert turngd away to wipe the tears, so he 
did not see the surprise manifested in his mother’s coun¬ 
tenance, at hcarllig these words tom her son. At length 
she replied;—“ M hy for you feci ’fraid ? You pray— 
you read-i—you obey massa and missus—^you go church— 
you no steal—yoji po tell stoAes—you no wicked—why 
den you cry ?” “ No, iio ! my dear 'mother,” rejoined 

Rohtr*, very earnestly; “ good works will not do without 
faith in Christ. You must have a better hope than this. 
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or yon will be lost! We read of many iii the Bible, wlio 
thought tlicy wore very good', but the Sarionr said they 
vcre far from the kingdom of heaven ’ and lie told a.ruler 
that we must be born again, before* vre oan go to heaven. 
Only think, dear mother, how dieadfnl it would be if you 
should die, expecting to go to live with tlie Saviour, and 
after death to find you had made a mistake*. Oh, I hope 
the .Judge will ncvei'%ay to cither oSus, ‘Depart, ye cursed!*” 
“ No, no! me liope* not, BoMjy ; me try to lub the Saviour 
like you! Me no lil) in white man’s house since me 
piccaninny, and "Iiear teach—teach ebery day—me glad 
me gib you to good massa—me no understand God’s buk 
like yon—me come to you for teacli.” 

Just then they arrived at Mr'. Dare’s house,/md this 
interesting conversation between tire negro mother find her 
son ended. 


THE DAIIK CLOSET. 

EXAMPLE AND PHItCEPT. 

It was a wet day, and the wind blew cold; little*Edmund 
could not go out,; he hftd no playfellows, and he could not 
read, so that Ire Tiruud it, difficult to amuse himself. His 
papa also was kc])t in hy the rain, and was writing, while 
the mother hardly ktiew whjjt to,c(pJ,o keej) hfr little boy 
happy. At length sho*wont for a book to the closet, and 
observing that there was n large jmpty space nndcr the 
lower shelf, which extended to* the right* and left, wider 
than the door, she said “ I wonder if yjucould get info 
the cupboard; poke your* head into one corner, and* your 
' feet into the otlreis and let mg 8^).it v'ou in : it wil^be such 
fun ! ” But Edmund did .not think it funnv a* all. He 
said, “ No, no; 1 5 jnn’t, I’m afraid.*’ 

By this timp the father got,intereste'dih the adventure, 
and tried to persuade him ; but all Edmund snid^as, 
‘“No, no, I can’t.” At last mamma said, "I am sure 
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papa would get in if be conid, and if I asked him.” 
“Yes, I would,” said papa. “I shall try myself,” said 
his mother; and she managed to push herself in, and 
Edmund had no objection to help papa try to shut the 
door. “A very poor attempt,” said papa, laughing; 
"now get up, and let us shut the door.” “No! no I 
now I must got in 1 said Edmund, and poked in his little 
head and body with ease. " Now shajl I shut the door?” 
asked his father: “ I will open it when you ask me.” 
" Yes, papa, do.” • 

The door was shut and opened, the little boy came out, 
and went in again, till his parents were tired, and then he 
contrive/] to got in and close the door for himself. " Here 
is a lesson for us,” said the father; “ examjile is better 
than prefcept.” 

Yes, it was a “ lesson,” useful to ponder over. We 
say to our children,< “ Do not he passimmte, and .selfish, 
and greedy ; do not speak evij of others. My dear, do 
this,” or that; “ acquire this habit;” and it is needful to 
give commands and coEusel, and to see them obeyed too. 
But our •stronghold is example. Mother, your child will 
forget what you command, but he .will not forget what he 
sees you do. It is no use- saying ever, ■*' My child, you 
must be holy, truthful, loving, honest,” and so on: let 
the child see that you are yourself all this; that you love 
Jesus ; that you try to' I'ove ‘youroneighboiir as yourself; 
that you do not place too high a value upqn earthly things, 
and that your grept copcqrn is for' eternity : then talk to 
your children of these things, and.doubt not that a bless¬ 
ing will follow''your words. Your children are God’s 
property; therefore we may apply to you what is said in 
Scripture“ Neither as ior^s over God’s heritage, but as 
being"ensamplesjtojthe fiock.’^ Mother! pray, and strive 
‘to be what you wish your child to be,‘and do what you 
wislkhim to do. Thus did Jesus, leaving tis an example 
that we should tread in •His steps. 
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** Grievous indeed must be the bufden that shall outweigh innocence 
and health.*' • 

• 

A LETTER was scnt to inform* Mary’s parents of her 
present abode, and never could there be more grateful 
expressions of thanks forwarded to tly: Institution. Father, 
mother, brothers and sisters, all exji'essed deep gratitude 
and united wishe# that she should be restored to them, or 
remain in the refuge she hftd found, at her own discretion. 
After due consideration, and from the best motives, she 
wished to remain iti tlie Institution. She hoped time 
might obliterate many painful scenes from her own and 
iicr parents’ tniiids, and that at the np])ointed» time.ehe 
might be jilaced aniBiig strangers, where she^ hojied to 
have an opportunity of jiroviu'j to licr friends* that her 
reformation w.as sincere. 

“Unless I do this,” she remarked, “ they may look on 
me with distrust* this would be unconifurlable for ns all. 

I too well know, indeed, I richly deserve it,* for niy dear 
mother and friends have loved *ine, and warned me, and 
endeavoured to keep me in the path of virtue. I have 
none to hlamijfor my folly Imt myself." 

JVfter this, Mary sacmeti to suffer much in mind and* 
body, and a severe illness followed, in which the )imson of ‘ 
infidelity seemed lo ^hok» up/b^good seed of the word, 
which Christian sympathy would administer to her wotmded 
spirit. “ If you shoukhdie, Majy,” she was asked, “ what 
hope have you respecting .thtf sftfety ofVour sould” Her 
reply was very distressing, ‘f I hav^ jio. hope!’’ It was 
asked, “ Do you pray?’’ Her answer was ‘^No.* When 
aEFectionately flrged to seek fWgiveness throug]} Jesus, she 
said, “ How can I pray •when I do not knowreallj whether 
I believe in a God!’’ She was poinfed*to the gIorious.snn, 
which just*then shone upon Iffer wasted and faded fage, and 
asked, “Who made and upholds it in its daily iJBnrse, so 
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that we know when it will rise and set ?” This seemed to 
arrest her mind with conviction, and on the day following 
she said to the same friend, “ I feel there is a God,—do 
pray for me.” Tiiis wish was of course complied with. 
At the same time slie was told, religion was a personal 
thing, and atfectionatcly led to the cross. A blessing 
accompanied the means used for her restoration to partial 
health, and she was enabled to attend file Bible class, in 
which she took great delight, though often, as great truths 
were presented to her mind, she had many straggles with 
tlie enemy of her peace. She s(iid one day, “ If I hear a 
more interesting address or sermon than usual, my mind 
is filled vyith those dreadful sceptical notions and infidel 
doubts.” Her spare time was devoted to the study of the 
Bible, and 'improving others in reading and useful know¬ 
ledge, and she became the nurse of the sick and the general 
peace-maker; and one,''who died in the faith, called her 
“Mother!” Thus passed the time appointed for her to 
remain in the Institution; and when the period arrived 
for her to go forth into t{ie world again, with what new 
views and Afclings did she enter upon her new duties ! 

Mary was placed ns a domestic in . a minister’s family ; 
and now the effects of her mother’s faithful dealing and 
many p/ayers were seen in her daily walk. Although occu¬ 
pying a more humble situation than she had ever done 
before, and not earning lialf as mucH’money as she might 
have done in her business nf strpw-bonnet'’making, yet 
she said,^ " It is the p?ith of safety, and I prefer it.” On 
the receipt of her quarter’s wages, she sent her mother 
some mo»ey to buy coals for the winter, saying, “This 
will do my mother good, bipau^se she will know I have 
earned it honpstly, and shfe will think, as she renews her 
fire, of her lost and‘found One! 'And even poor Tom, “my 
cat.»will get a strokf! ftr my. sake,’and be invited to his 
place ibMthe chimney corner, to get a warm from my 
emda!” 
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Those who have tasted tlie pleasure of doing what is 
right under difficult circumstances, can understand some¬ 
thing of the feeling of this rcclaime,d wanderer, and how 
precious to the mother was thi% little offering! 'More 
precious than thousands of gold and silver brought to her 
feet as the price of guilt. Thus felt Mary’s mother while 
she blessed and praised Him who had restored the lost 
sheep to Ilis fold.. 

Mothers! iustil uprightijess and love of virtue early in 
the minds of youo children, and let them see strict integrity 
of coudu ;t in ysurselves. ^ They are much closer copyists 
than you imagine, and if they see you eat, drink, wear, or 
use that which you obtain in an improper wa^, depend 
upon it they will follow your example. Think of the 
judgment which will come ere ^ long, and, like Mary’s 
mother, say you will “ starve,” rather than take the wages 
of sin. Better be meanly clad aud scantily fed than 
receive anything jmproperly procured. 

We have yet a little more of Mary. 


A PftlMITIVE C:HUR,CH.—No. IV. 

AN EAtlNEST PASTOR, 

• 

AVe last month made our feadets somewhat acquainted 
with the minister and people assembled for Divine worship, 
on the morning of th’e Lofd’s,da>', in junprimitive church; 
we now propose to epjarge that, acquaintance. As to the 
minister, he was of middle age, with* a s^ate„anxious- 
lookiug countenance, and appeared to rise in the pulpit 
with a vivid sense of the sAcmnfesponsibiliti^rfstmg upon 
him; and, without any’sWetch of iq^agiuation, ytiu might 
easily conceive‘him breathing forth the prayer—“l!btd, 
help me, for who is sufficient for this great work ^ dBlis 
Toiee was musical; he spoke clearly and distinctly. 'Dbe 
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opening prayer was short, but full of deep and holy feeling; 
the conviction of the mind concerning him was, that ■ he 
came from the closet of communion with Grod to the 
people; and when he stood up to make known the counsel 
and will of God, ho opened the sacred volume as if con¬ 
scious lie was handling a precious treasure. 

A profound silenc^ reigned in the congregation, which 
was divided by the aisle—the men being on one side, the 
women on the other. It was evident that great and solemn 
things were revolving in the good manjs mind; his eye 
was pensive; he turned first to one side, then to the 
other, without speaking; then, leaning his right arm upon 
the Bible, his full eye kindling with the effort, and looking 
Steadily at the people seated on his left, he said, in a voice 
of the deepest pathos and tenderness—“Are you con¬ 
verted ? and remained motionless, steadily looking at 
them. The ajipeal \^a3 unexpected; there were deep 
searchings of heart, and, like the trembling in the host 
of Midian, it seemed to communicate from one to another. 
He then turned to the^ other side, aud, with the same 
exj)ic.?sion,pf countenance, asked the same question. We 
certainly' felt it to be a deeply thrilling moment. Then 
rising, but bending gently forward, "lie said—“ This is a 
solemn question; what say you!—no answer ? Did I hear 
the reply—‘ you hope so ? ’ Then you have not the full 
assurance of hope ; you,.ave iu doubt.ymd uncertainty; not 
quite sure whether you are a true follower of the meek and 
lowly Jesus—is it so ? ” • 

Again he asked—*• Did I hear another whisper—‘you do 
not know?’ Whet! not know whetlier you are among 
those who love and serve the Lord Christ, or among those 
who hate .him ? Not kpo^rf■ whether you are going to 
heaven pr heil ? How ca^ I proceed ? My whole soul is 
mgved for youl”^ ^hen looking earnestly at them, he 
eaplaiiged (and his eyes were more penetrating than his 
iwords), “ Why, whilst I am speaking, for aug^t I know. 
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some one may fall lifeless on the floor, and the next 
moment the precious soul be in the hands of'enfuriated 
devils, who will drag you away to the throne of the 
Almighty, there to hear the dreadful sentence, ‘Depart, 
ye cursed, into everlasting fire.’ How can you bear the 
thought! to go from a world where there is mercy to be 
found, to one of Titter and everlasting despair! O, I be¬ 
seech yon, decide the doubtful point ;^let it»bc no longer a 
matter of uncertainty.” Then^ standing erect, his full 
sympathising eye in perfect accordance with the tenderness 
of his voice, he said—“ My beloved people, I feel unable 
to proceed; the important subject before us is all-absorb¬ 
ing—are you saved, or are you not? Let us pause a few 
moments—let ns look within.” An awful sileneg ensued, 
broken only by the hajd breathings and the jobbings of 
hearts deeply touched. Most cer^pinly we had nbyer seen 
or felt anything like it j our inmost soul was moved, and 
our tears flowed plentifully. 

After a pause of several minutes (but the note of time 
seemed lost), the holy man arose, with heavenly sweetness 
in his countenance, and said—“ Aiay the Lord prepare our 
hearts to receive His "Word with meekness and godly fear. 
We now request your prayerful nttentiori to that portion of 
God’s Word wfiich you will lind in the 16th chapter of 
Mark’s Gospel, the first clause of the 16th vcrse-; 5 -‘Hc 
that believeth and M baptized shall be saved.’” After a 
short, but pointed exOfdium, Ire dfvided his "subject into 
three parts. “-First—Bjfore all time; for before time was 
the salvation of believers 'deteymjned.. Secondly—Jn the 
fulness of time; for at the appointed time it was accom¬ 
plished. Thirdly—When time shall Ire* no jpore 4 for it 
shall be consurapiated in et^rp^v.” Our reminiscence of 
the sermon must be reserved fo’r another paper; but we 
would leave the solemn queltion for your consideration;— 
“Are you coNVERTEn? ”• M. B. 
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THOUGHTS ON FEMALE SCBIPTUBE 
CHARACTEIIS.—No. I. 

EVE. 

" A'nd God crested msa in His own imege, in the image of God 
created He him r male and female created He them.” 

WiiAT a glorious "picture of holiness and happiness is 
here presented to our view ! The happiness was a conse¬ 
quence of the holiness; the more man resembles God in 
the latter, the greater will be his measure of the former. 
In the second chaj)ter of Genesis, wc have a more parti¬ 
cular account of the creation of our first parents. How 
humbling to man’s pride is the thought—” I sprang from 
the dust' How elevating to man’s spiritual nature is the 
reflection—“ I sprang from tlie breath of God!” And yet, 
by far the greater pprt of mankifsd care more for the 
body, the earthen vessel, than for the immortal spirit 
tabernacled within it. ' 

We wish to consider, more especially, the origin and 
character pf our first mother, with a wish to draw from 
both some useful lessons. The passage in Gen. ii. 21-24, 
gives us the origin of Eve.. Here we sec that woman’s 
position, as inferior to man,' and* dependent on him, is 
clearly implied. What a rebuke is here for those who 
would take her from tiwj''Slrt;ef and..holy sphere of duties, 
in which God intended her to bless and be blessed, and 
place her amidst the jav and turmoil of politics and de¬ 
bating'societies ! We find no warrant for her thus step¬ 
ping beyond the'iyafural ’shelter provided for her, in the 
strong right arm, and the stronger love of man. 

Why -Mas Eve created?* To be a help-meet; not a 
ruler, not a guide; ,bnt p stays- ^ ready source of comfort 
under all circumstarces. How beautiftilly does Adam 
d®«ci 4 |}e the perfect union, the oneneat of mind which 
should exist in the married state! Wlqr cannot we say 
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that dots exist t Why are we startled by heariug occa¬ 
sionally of a division of interests arising in the working 
classes, from the wife having means of eafuing money 
independently of her hasband. IIow bitter the paaig of 
being deceived I Yes ; and wives *are too often called to 
suffer also in this toay, and, by one little deception, they 
perhaps lose their confidence for ever/ Is this right ? is 
this being one ? 

Thus far have W seen Eve,•adorned with grace and 
holiness, dwelling^in perfect happiness with her gifted and 
godlike spouse. Her life passed in those easy duties 
which God ordained'for her to perform, and sur¬ 
rounded by the blissful bowers of Eden. Would that this 
fair picture had not been spoiled by sin and sorrdlr! The 
third cliapter finds Eve* engaged iu her usual eifiployments, 
but separated from Adam, and* close to the forbidden 
tree! May we not learn a lesson here ? It is not safe, it 
is not seemly, for a wife to act independently of her hus¬ 
band in forming Agagements, in seeking friends, in enter¬ 
ing society. To do this, is to cast aside the protecting 
arm, the sheltering care, which is the wife’s bjst human 
safeguard against temptation. , 

Eve looked aj, desired, ate ^le forbidden fruit! She fell, 
as thousands of her daughters have done, step by step ; 
the eye being the first sense which let in the evil! Ob, 
it is a mere trifle,” Ve,hear» S(M»etijiies; “ it eannot do me 
harm this once, only this once.” ^h, who shall say that 
the once will ubt bring the tmee in the train! Wives and 
mothers, 'keep your own eyfes-^kee^ {he eyes «f your 
daughters—from whal may lead'you os them into tempta¬ 
tion. Give the tempter one inch in your »l!feart,*and he 
will soon claim the whole ^sSession. Eve fell.amd threw 
down, iu her fidl, the uobl^t work of God! Adaiu weakly 
yielded to his loae for her, and forsooi the Creator for *h« 
creature. 

Is any wife who reads this copscions of leading a bus- 
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land into breaking tie laws of God 1 or, by example, 
neglect, or a foolish desire for supremacy orer bis heart, 
of making him draw back 'from early paths of holiness, 
and walking with'Gbd ? or, it may be, of having thrown 
obstacles in his path of duty ? Ah, this is indeed follow¬ 
ing Eve in her guilt! It is an awful perversion of 
woman’s original destiny, when she becomes the betrayer, 
instead of the helper of man. 

As we follow Eve in hev downward path of sin, the heart 
is appalled with the increase of the power of evil, over 
this once fair portion of God’s perfect works I Instead of 
confessing her sin with a contrite heart, sjie throws the 
blame upon the tempter, forgetting that she had the power 
to- resist, and flee from him. God swept away her 
refuge of, lies, as He docs that of 'sinners now, and pro¬ 
nounced upon her the burse under which her daughters 
will suffer, until the earth shall once more be purged from 
sin, and mau, restored to holiness and happiness, shall 
■walk with God. That curse, which domes home to the 
heart of every mother, was—so great is the mercy of God 
—•mixed p ith blessings! Fallen though she was—degraded 
—driven from Ed,en—to the sorrow-stricken heart of Eve 
that voice of love whispered that as by woman came sin 
and death, so by woman should tome salvation and life 
everKSsting! It bade the guilty mother of mankind look 
forward in faith to thedSon of'Mary.according to the flesh, 
as the atoning sacrifice for her sins. 

Is there among our readers ,,bne«who is bowed down 
under w sense of sid—yea, it may be, of, aggravated sin— 
look to Jesus !' He who spoke pardon to the sinner wash¬ 
ing His feet''i«ith her tears—He who rewarded the love of 
Magdaleqe with the first, ^impse of His risen body—He 
will pardon,' heal, and save y<^i and bruise Satan under 
your feet shortly.' 


L. S. T. 
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GOOD HINTS FOR MOTHERS •AND FATHERS. 

To the Editor of^ “ Ttm Mothers' Friend.” * 

Dear Madam,—I s the following hiht worth insertion in 
your little publication? 1 have fountFit a good plan amongst 
my little ones to require them to bring each morning to the 
breakfast table a, text of Scripture,—the elder ones having a 
chapter selected for them, which they *o though verse by 
verse. The younger children repeat the' same verse for a few 
mornings till it is pS’fected, when tf fresh text is given them; 
and on Sundays the" verses of the preceding week are looked 
over and repeated by those who afe old enough for the exercise. 
The children thus acquire a hajjit of referring to theh Bibles or 
text-books daily, and the verses and chapters tlius treasured up 
may serve to refresh and strengthen the mind in after-days. 

The parents join their little ones in this pleasant exercise, and 
have thus often given tllhm a motto for their guidance and 
encouragement through the day. • * 

The texts selected are simple and comprehensive, such as— 
"Children, obey your parents,” &c. i‘15vcn a child may be 
known by his doings^whether his work be pure, and whether it 
be right.” “ I love them that love me, and those tl)at seek me 
early shall hnd me.” “ For God s<i loved the world,” &o. 

" Believe in the Lord,” Sec. “ The wages of sin is dqjith,” &c. 

" If God so loved us, we. ought also,” Sea. , “ Let us love one 
another,” &c. " C^od is lo'te.” “ Be ye kind one to another,” &c. 
"Blessed are the*peacemakers,!’*&c. “A soft answer,” &c. 
"Thou, God, seest me.” ‘^The eyes of the Lord,” &c. ‘yphe 
name of the Lord is ^ strong tower,” &c. And “ Better is a 
little with the fear of th% Lord thsfh’great riches'and trouble 
therewith.” Yours, dear Madam, 

A Cokstan’t RsAiDEit .op "Tas Mothers’ Friend.” 

ffBAGMENTS FOB SFABE 

cRtwiSia 

Try to produce a right state of feelinsc as well hs outward 
obedience. 

Never ^ve'a conatnand ydu do not Intend shot^jl bfli^ 
obeyed. 
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McracBs or kooks. 


Be distinct and ^rm, but never allow jour child to 
parjej with you. 

“ Fathec of mercies, in tby word 
What endless glory shines! 

For ever be tby name adored, 

For these celestial Hues. 

“ Hereanay the wretched sons of want 
'Exhafustless riches find; 

Biches above what earth cai. grant, 

And lasting as the mind. - 
“ Divine Instructor, gracious Lord, 

Be thou for ever near: 

Teach me to love thy sacred word, 

And view my Saviour there.” 

A poor woman was asked if she was brought up in the 
fear of (Sod ? She replied, “ No, I was brought up in the 
LOVE of God!” Turn this “crumb” over, mother, and 
look at it! ' 

The past—where is it? Ithasflijd! 

The future?—It may never come. 

Our friends deperted ?—With the dead, 
s Ourselves ?—Fast hastening to the tomb. 

What are-earth’s joys?—The dews of morn. 

Its hours?—Ocean’s wreathing fom. 

Where’s peace?—In tiials meekly borne. 

And joys?—In heaven, the Christian’s home. 

Chri$tian Treasury, 

NOTICES OF BOOKS. , 

Decisii^: Memoir's/}frs. if,Bf Riefiards. London : Ward & Co. 

An instructive and delightful little volume. It has one fault—it is 
iso short. < 

# They that s'om in tears shall reap in^oy.” ljond(m 1 Ward & Co. 
^ A Gernwn tale of fmth and^ts ^ward. Oua young friends will 

Tike it. , ' ' 

■ Goshen.'' London: .Werd &tCo. 

. A (^eap little manualArr mothers apd childreiE 
•»L.'al»j’Ao»yAr». May number. London : Kent, PSternoster Row. 

A family magazine, cheap fnd amusing. 
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A PAGE FOR FAyHERS. 

THE TWO EVENINGS A-!}Oj» II, 

In Thomas WJymark’s neat cottage sat a young lady by 
a bed, on whith lay a dying child. Jbe siin was setting 
gloriously, just opposite the littl^ casement window, and as 
she gazed on the- parting jrays she repeated that pretty 
hymn of the good’Doctor, 

“ How fine fias the day been, how bright was the sun. 
How lovely and joyful the course that he run, 

Though he rose in a mist when his race he begunj 
And thqttfoliowed some droppings of raiti.^ 

Bat now the fair traveller’s come to the west, 

His rays are all gold, and his beauties arc best. 

He paints the sky gUy as lie sinks tp his rest. 

And foretells a bright rising again. 

“ Just such is Sie Christian—his course he begins 
Like the sun in a mist, while be piourns for his sins, 

And melts into tears, then he breaks out and shinies. 

And travels his Iieavcnly way. 

But when lip gets i*arer to finish his race. 

Like a fine setting suji he Jdbks richer in grace, 

And gives a sure hope, at the end of his days. 

Of rising in bwghter array.” 

• 

“Oh, teacher!” saiS a faint voice, "areyoutherV again? 
How glad I am’! Ybp will talk tq me about heaven, won’t 
you ? and’you will comforf mothe^ again, Von’t youjf She 
will feel lonely at evenftigs, rknofr,wlie)jJ[ wn gone ; and I 
think I shall soon be up*in that beautiful Helis gone 
to prepare, Hke we sing ab»itE*in school. I caD.’t put up 
my head now, teacher, «n.d my heart does heat^so, and 
then it stops; I ipan’t breathe hardly ^*bdt if it was not/or 
leuving dear moUmr, I should be glad to’go to Jesus. , OB, 

1 wish she could go with me at the same time,—P’opn^ 
mean for my sake, but because sbei would be away from 

VOL. VI. 
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trouble. Oh, my cough is comiog! what shall I do ? ” 
“ Loot up, Tuy dear little Polly, to the kind Saviour; He 
will help you to bear it, and carry you through the dark 
valley to His shiuiug home above.” “ Yes, ma’am ; oh, 
yes; I kuow He will. You told me, lon^ ago, He is more 
ready to wash away^ur sins than we are to have them 
washed, and I am wot afraid to go now, only for poor 
mother, you know, she will cry so, arid have nobody to 
comfort her—I mean nobody in this world; but I think 
He has washed her and me too.” “"Yes, dear, and I 
believe He has washed you, and that yori are one of the 
lambs of His fold; but you must not talk just now, Polly 
deer, for your little face is getting flushed, and I fear the 
cough will <rcome again.” “ But, teacher,]^ continued the 
child, please let me* say something to you before 
mother comes up. I’m afraid,, if I don’t make haste, 1 shall 
never tell you. I want you to do something for me when 
I am de.ad.” “ Speak on, then, my detr child, I will do 
it if I can.”' “ Mother has got three' shillings of mine, 
teacher, that she said, maybe, I might put into the savings’ 
bank some day; but I shall not want it now—no, never— 
so will you please, ma’am, ask moftier foi;, it when I am 
gone to heaven, and buy a Bible wjtb it for father, to have 
as hk very owu; and please write inside it that ’tis the 
gift of his little Polly^to, help him t6 get to heaven, to 
live with me up there. Will you do it, ma’am ?” 

Just then, a fit of coughing came, on, arid for an hour 
after tire little maiden lay with blanched cheek dud closed 
eyes, scarcely href thing. ' .Polly’s mbther was now at her 
post of obsCirfatioD, at the foot of‘the bed, while the kind 
teacher k^pt her finger onetha flattering pulse. The door 
opened ,gentiy, and a rough man with clouded brow entered, 
a^ took a seat by the bed, anxiously loojring at the little 
^g^C-like face. ' A tear rolled over the saurbumt cheek 
W^fieksked timidly, “Won’t she he able to speak to me 
any more ? ” Jieudiog over the little form, he sud 
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passionately, “ Polly, oh, tny, dear little Polly, can’t you 
speak once more to your father ?” 

Waymark then covered his face irith his hands, and the 
big drops tell through his fingers on the bed—other eyes 
were streaming too! Presently there seemed a movement 
about the little placid face and eyes, dbd, its a very gentle 
whisper, the dying child said, “ Father 1 father!” Tire 
eyes opened, and an unearthly smile lighted up the little 
countenance—“Rither!” again whispered the departing 
Polly—(the strong man bent down to listen)—“ will you, 
father—will you—come—to—heaven ? Mother—will be 
there—but wiE—ypu come—father ? ” “ Bless^thee, my 
Polly! ” esclaimed the, rough man, “ I will, if can, and I 
wish I could go with you now, my darling. I 4hall never 
be happy again.” “ Father!” again whispered the failing 
voice, “ go to—'Jesus—He—can—make yon happy—pray 
—to—Him.” “J3h, Polly, you pray for me once more— 
pray for your wicked, heart-broken father.” 

The brilliant eye grew dim—a eonvulsive motion of the 
pale lips became evident, and the whole of the^little face 
assumed a loveliness sp#n only near the gate of the shadowy 
valley. All bAt to listen t(j tire last whisper, aU distinctly 
heard the words, “fientlc Jesus—bless—my—f^her.” 
The eyes were fixed, as if looking on a beautiful vision. 
The angels had gone hack fo tHe*^lden citj^ with a new 
companion, to. join in the nejv song with the ransomed 
children sA men. The kind,te^cher^ attended to all the 
dymg requests of hei;,Sunday-sqhool chEd; and now the 
strong man sits clotheckand in fiis righll*mu^ lik^ a little 
chEd, reading t^e last gift^of^olly, at the^et of Jesus. 
Mother ! Teacher! be encouraged! 

TBUE niOIIT. 

A • 

Polished steel will not shine in the dark ;—no i»a9w*e>R 
iZeoso*, however refined, shine efflcacioqsly, but as it reflects 
the light of Divine truth, shedrfrom'heaven. 
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’ CARE FOR THE OUTCASTS.—No. VII. 

« 

" Grieroue, indeed, must be the burden tliatehall out* eigb innocence 
and health.’* 

Each subseqluent quarter drew forth soine new proof of 
Mary’s gratitude to her, mother, andc.to those who had 
faithfully reproved her, trying to lead her into the “narrow 
road.” Clothes and money she often seat to her parents— 
nor did she forget the home of refuge, where the first ray 
of Divine light glanced into her dark mind. She possessed 
na,turally a good understanding, a fine generous sjnrit, and 
a strictly trythful conscience ; so much so, that her enemies 
have often been confounded by her impartial statements— 
yet all was hidden under the soul;darkening infinence of 
infidelity, which, on her going into the Penitentiary, she did 
not scruple openly to avow. Now, hou' changed! How 
anxious to do good! 

On one occasion, Mary asked her mistress’s permission to 
go out for two hours 1 This request was readily granted; 
and her willing feet were soon at tlx door of the Peniten¬ 
tiary, which was opened byothe jnatron with a cheerful 
welcfue to Mary. “ I am come, ma’am,” said she, " to 
ask a favour.” “ This will, be readily granted, Mary, if 
consistent.” “ May f be permitted to take my tea with 
the inmates 1 It is the amtiversnry of my being taken into 
the iqjtitulion, wldch I call «iy birthday !—and it will 
greatly oblige C^e^if the oommiftee svill accept so small a 
subscriptiofta^s five shillings—I could wish it were five 
pounds—I should rejoice ip bflving it in ray power to give 
it.” She was assured that it.,would be received as a 
pleasing testimony of heb gratitude. ^ 

Mary was allowed to do ,as'she had, requested; and 
“StIIttrg’the meal—which she begged she might share in 
the same way she ivasjwdnt to do—viz., two thick slices of 
bread and butter, and twO caps of tea—she spoke many 
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kind words of encouragement to the reclaimed wanderers, 
entreating them, with purpose of heart, to cleave unto the 
Lord, that they might he enabled to continue stead^st in 
their purpose of reformation—reminding them, that when 
they went into the world again, that they would not find it 
altered, but that they must show tharthey were altered, by 
a holy life and gonversation. She then asked if they 
might be allowed .to sing a hymn together, as they had 
often done, before the females left the table ? This was 
readily granted^ and the^ Cottage Hymn Book being 
handed round, Mary selected the hymn,— 

“ O’er the gloomy hills of darkness,” 

which she commenced’singing in such a sweet'and softened 
melody, that told the deep feelings working within, and 
tearful gratitude beaifled from heg countenance. When 
the words were sung— 

“Blessed Jubilee, 

Let thy glorious aioraing dawn!” 

every heart seemed melted before her, an,d every head bowed 
with weeping.. Whefl they ^attempted to commence the 
second verse, all utterance Was choked. The matron, who« 
had been a deeply interested spectator of this sceBfefi now 
stepped forward, an(^ said»—»“.Aj.your feelings will not 
permit you to sing, we will spend a few moments in 
prayer before j'ou take leave of ope who has endeared her¬ 
self to many of you by her repeated ^cls of disiwterested 
kindness. After cotnmending .fach otj^ee to the blessing 
of heaven, and giving a word of advice ^ eacli, Mary 
shook hands affectionately jwiSi all, and took h^ leave. 

Mothers! woman! are you not willing to’carg for the 
outcast, after sach a scene as this jn|t described? 

A little more to come. 



PAGE FOR OUR YOUNG FKIENDS. 

** Hv.y she will be missed* mamma! ** 


Who would like to die, and not be missed? This 
question we asked, 'after recounting the nseful life of an 
active, faithful, and beloved young Sab^th-school teacher, 
just gone to heaven. 

“ Oh, how she will be missed!” said a loving young 
spirit. “Yes,” rejoined another, “and, in that pretty 
, little Society for the Missionaries among the children, 
that she conducted—how t/iei/ will miss her! Who can 
do it now ?” God, my child, can always find plenty of 
agents to carry on His work without any of us; but who 
would like to die, and not be missed ?” 

Dear young friendr^ are you living such a life that if 
Death should soon stretch out his icy Imd, to conduct yon 
through his^ shadowy pathway, the circle all around would 
miss you and weep for pou, and feel a blank where your 
footsteps -had lately been heard on life’s platform ? Ah, 
you may be called, before you expect, to render up your 
account to the great Judge of all the earth.' This year has 
already^ seen many a youthful, blooming face covered by the 
shroud, and many active feet stretched out in the cold grave. 
You may be the next summonedtare you ready ? Very 
many letters have reached us lately, telling ys of change and 
death. The following is' an extract from one of them:— 

« » * « S' ^ ()„j. fai'niiy have fifcen constant readers of 
Thai Motlier^ Fricnd from the first ifumber. But one who has 
lately been taken from us lil^d ^ts pages best of all. In the 
bloom of health, she was suddenly seized with a malady which 
out her tff in a few, dij-ys. AVe removed lately to the vicinity of 
a, large public garden, hoping to improve'the health of our 

„^uldren by recreatldii in it. A'las ! the last time Catherine B-- 

was o¥i! with her brothers and sisters, she caught n cold by 
heating herself with mining, and then sitting on the grass, when 
the chill spring wind pierced her frame, and she lay down on 
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ber return home to die. I add » taw particulars of the closing 
scene, of which you may make use in yourvalubble publication, 
if you deem it proper. * 

“ The excessive pain to which she was subjected caused her 
moans to be heard in a distant apartment, where her mamma 
was just confined, and, of course, was unable to comfort her dear, 
dying child. ‘ Oh, what shall I do ? this paiil is terrible!’ she 
exclaimed. She wa§ told to cry to her heavenly Father. She 
did so ; and when her sorrowing earthly father prayed that his 
child might be restored, using the words of Scripture, ‘If it be 
possible,’ the dear girl pronounced the concluding words, ‘ Not 
ray will, but thine be done.’ • 

“ On another occasion, when suflering greatly, she was re¬ 
minded that her Saviour could help her. She answ-red, with 
great emphasis, ‘He will.’ Her sufterings having somewhat 
subsided, she observed, ‘ Papu, I am uow' twelve years of age.’ 
The account of the daughter of Jairus was rcud, and it was 
remarked to her, ‘ Noi\f the siune Lojd Jesus who raised the 
girl tavelve years of ago from the dead, can heal you if he 
please; hut ])i‘ihap# He may resolve to take you away to him¬ 
self ;—are you willing to live or die ?’ She replied, ‘ Whatever 
He pleases will he the best.’ » 

“ On asking for a drink, on the day of her deatlif her father 
said, ‘ My dear daughter, you will soen get a«draught of the water 
of life ; you w'illfsoon see the St^ionr.’ She answered, ‘ I hope 
I shall go to glory.’ 'VSion 911 hope was gou», and death was* 
very near, she asked, ‘Shall I not see mamma before Wie?’— 
Touching quention ! •'Vthan assured that this was quite impossi¬ 
ble, she sent this messft^e, ‘ Give m^’love to ifiamma, and tell 
her I will meet }ier in heaven.’ Her fether asked, ‘ Have you 
anything to say to me?’ *She replied, ‘ I ^ive you iny love; 

I will meet you in heaven.’ Sh% tThcn Ifissed her brothers and 
sisters, saying the sam’e words ta’lliew^L* Her dying eye 
then glanced upward ; anil she was asked, ‘Ij^.yoa%ee any¬ 
thing, Catherine 1’ ‘ Yes,’ s^p allied, ‘ I think I see heaven.’ 
‘What do you see,dearShe exclaimed, ‘0(j,^apa!’ and 
expired. “A. B. P.” 

Dear young friends,—Be ;ga al*b,ready;” and wMe 
the dark-winged angel is constantly alighting on tlte^rdP’ 
lings of loving families, taking tile iustfrs and the brothers 
away in haste, be ya watchful f a»k' yourselves, two ques- 
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tions,—“ If I am called away from my circle, shall I be 
misseji ? ” and “ Am I ready 1” Father, are you ready to 
comfort and pray yrith a dying daughter,—^leading her for 
comfort and help to the Cross, like the father of the dear 
young Catherine ?—Are you ? 


TllE DEPARTEDr 

They pass mo in the twilight j and th^r wings 
Are spread upon the er'cning cloud full oft. 

Where the white wist its robo of silver flings, 

And cherished tones are echoing low and soft— 

, They pass me tliere! 

I hear them when the shining day is past, 

And the soft dew doth weigh down leaf and flower; 

When niurmnred melodies are faljing fast 
In woodland grdve, or cherished garden bower— 

I liear tliem there ! 

They’re with me when the solemn stars look down, 

All pale and tearful, from llie azure sphere ; 

Whei# mystic liglits gleam o’er the frozen north, 

And people beaven with sights and forms of fear— 
They’re with me there I 

l,fee them when the shadows gather fast, 

When the wild storm goes forth on tempest wings; 

When thedoud thunder'ebhoing hastens past, 

And lightning banners to the darkness flings— 

I see thett th?re ! 

Yet are they beautiful, though see.n ’mid storms; 
Radiant,'the ngh shrihed in mist with viewless wings; 

Lovely, 11 ough clothed in dim and shadowy forms; 
Pr^ent, although imnrbrfo.l, viewless things— 

< They’re beautiful! 

They’re with us %till—the beaptiful, the«bright, 

o The early called—in dll &eir glory now j ■ 

H-kiven in their glance, and the pure holy light 
Of Immortally upon each brow— 

‘ Tii'ey’re with as sffll! 
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THE NEGEO MOTHER.-No. VI. 

“ The miserable past was forgotten, af she looked for the Appier 
future.” • 

One day, notdong afler the conversation mentioned last 
month, as Robert was standing on tBe brink of the river, 
gazing earnestly qji some negro sailors who were busy on 
board one of the .vessels, his foot slipped, and he fell into 
the water. A brave seaman jumped in to save him, and 
succeeded in taking him uj), but almost lifeless. He was 
carried home, wrapped in warm blankets, and the doctor 
called; but the shock was too great for Robert’^ constitu* 
tion, and a fever followed. During many days he did'not 
recognise any of his friends, who were weeping around 
him. At times he would sing \iis hymns with a faint 
voice, and then pray earnestly for himself, his friends, and 
his parents “ far awaybut he did not know that his 
mother was listening. Every thing was done for the inte¬ 
resting youth' that could be thought of; but the doctors 
pronounced his case hopeless. Poor Judith »as deeply 
grieved, often exclaiming—“ Me no did tink me come to 
white men’s country to see my boy die!” But so it was : 
the angel of death reJeivec! his commission to take this* 
sable son of Africa^up to that better country, for wSich he 
had been prepared byuthe S|3irtt o'^God. 

A few hour,s before he died reason returned, and the 
scene around his dyiifg bed was Aost impressive. Taking 
Mrs. Dare’s hand, h§ said^“^My Celoved fiienS, I am 
going to dwell with Jestjs, wher6 I shall 4je*as the angels of 
light. I will welcome you, and thank you lj6:bre the great 
multitude, for all your care-^f'lhe poor black l»y.—Fare¬ 
well 1” Turning to Mr.* Dare, vsho vps^holdmg his hand, 
he said:—“ Thtok you, ^ear sir, fo* all your great kind¬ 
ness to me; 'but, most of all, for helping me in the^Wg^; 
heaven. 1 long to go—I long to pe my Jesus, I love 
Him, and He has loved me-rFarSwetl.” Robert’s eyes 
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were now beaming with joy j but his voice grew so faint, 
that it was feared he had spoken the last ferewell. After 
a few'moments he lool^ed earnestly upon his mother, and 
grasping her baud', he said in a louder voice :—“ My dear 
mother, remember our conversation in the wood. Oh! 
rest on nothing but'Jesus Christ for your salvation. He 
is ‘tlm way, the truth, and the life.’ I,am going to dwell 
with Him for ever—meet me there. I know—yes, I know 
—He has washed me in His precious—precious—” Young 
Bobert could say no more—the next momeiit he was 
among the spirits of the just made perfect, before the 
throne of God. 

Mother! did you ever stand by the death-bed of a 
beloved son! Did he leave you a good hope that when he 
had looked bis last on you, and spoken his parting 
“ Farewell,” that he \r.ent up to look upon Jesus “ face to 
face,” and to unite his voice in singing the new song of 
Moses and the Lamb ?—and are you in the road leading to 
your son’s glorious home ?—do you expect so6u to join him 
among the .spirits of the just made perfect? 

Young friends! 4116 same kind Saviour is willing to love 
.and care for you; are you wPling to seek Him ? Well, if 
you are, now is the time ; to-morroSv, some fever may take 
you away from earth; and then, if you are not washed in 
the blood of “.Jesus, yosT portion will be among wicked 
spirits, where the worm dieth not, and the fire is not 
quenched. Mr. Dare, Eohert’s, good master, is gone up 
to join him; Mrs. Dare still lives aniong us, but is looking 
forward to the* tifJrfe when she also shall join the blest 
assembly. 

f 

, YoUag Robert was boru in a heathen clime, 

With skin of a sable dye; ^ 

But now he.lfas done wjih earth and time, 

, And is gone to live on high. 

He sought ^Lord in his early yooth, 
found that God.is a Gad af truth. 
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The Saviour saw the black boy’s tears, 

And heard the black'boy pray ; 

Then He whispered—" Robert, do not fear, 
Tliy sins are washed awaj”?” , 

And then He commissioned an angel hand 
To bring^im up to the tearless land. 


LETTERS FROM THE NURSERY. — No. IT. 

** Despise not thou a small tlxing, either for evil or for good.’’ 

Our rich and *clever and* experienced mothers may not 
need this letter, but we know many a young, inexperienced 
poor mother, who will thank the writer for the htnts :-t 
"I t is,” says our cofrespondeut, "a great aonjfort for a 
young mother, if she is handy with her needle. Some mothers 
unfortunately are not, ajjd such may be glad of a Lint or two 
from one who was very ignorant aboiit*bat)y clothes when her 
little one began to grow out of his first suit. By the time my 
little boy was six months old, I could hardly squeeze his little 
arms into the pretty white gowns which had been gi\ on him by 
a kind friend of his mother’s. His lianuels also wj'rc getting 
tight—what was to ho done? I had no pieces like the bed¬ 
gowns, cxcei)t t^e long.bands that tied behind; these I took, 
and opening the dresses undtythe arms, also the sleeves, put a 
strip through the one an3 a gusset in the other, which made thd" 
little gowns large eiiough for a long lime. The same plan I 
adopted with the ilann^, stt^sf aiid«Uttle colouscd frocks. It 
is well in baying children’s clothes to get a piece over, for new 
sleeves or a new body. .The plnjper a mother makes little 
frocks the better, for they tfl’e iflor* easily altered an^ washed. 
Hems top and bottom are better than cordin", and they should 
be made easy, long waisted, with good tifMSings; thisjs a great 
saving. • *' 

"I know a lady who neter**learned nccdle-w«rk till she 
married—her husband is pooj, and she has a large^'umily, but her 
children always look nice. I askeJ her on6e how she mauqged ; 
she said, * Every now andTh^n, I buy 9 dpess i-eady made ujf, of 
very cheap materials; this I pull to pieces and take th^ 
end then 1 make ray.ehildren a seblike and put the pattern 
'together again.’ This soon a^^de her vciy handy, and by 
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cboosing neat patterns, site ctetLed ber children tastefully and 
.neatly, at a small expense. 

“Always make little children's clothes larger than they need 
at the time, for if .you do not need to transfer them to another, 
they will not so quickly have to he laid aside. It makes a great 
difference in the appearance of prints and woollen plaids, 
whether they are mended and joined according to the pattern. 
I have seen a very pretty woollen plaid j^isse belonging to a 
child which, when tamed inside out, was seen to he composed 
of thirty or forty small pieces. But the joins could not be 
perceived, because the pattern was made everywhere to match. 

“ Some mothers have time for ■needlework''while their chil¬ 
dren play around them, and by this plan they contrive to mend 
evenly an^ neatly all that require it ns soon ns torn; thus are 
thd’children always neat and respectable, costing at the same 
time less tbdn many fiunilies who o^t(!n appear in rags. ‘A 
stitch in time saves nine,’ 'says the old proverb; and although 
we do not like all old proverbs, this isoiie mothers will do well 
to repeat and children to learn. 

“ A Y(fUNG Mothek.” 


,.DEAD LITTLE ONES.—No. II. 

What mother can read the beautiful incident recorded 
in the Go,spel, where the kind Jesus said,” “ Suffer little 
children to come unto me,’’ without having her best affec¬ 
tions draw'll out to Him who thus spake 1 Can you not 
imagine the Son of God<«ittihg' in tke midst of the inte¬ 
resting group—putting Ilis hands upon them, caressing 
and blessing thenj ? Hefw glad, the 'mothers look!—how 
happy the little ones! TJ}e Saviour gave a reason for thus 
allowing_them (o brought to Him—“for of such is 
the kingdom bf heaven;’’—pot only teaching us that the 
kingdom oC heaven is composed of such as resemble little 
children, .but also, jveimust think, tkat in part the kingdom 
of .heaven is literally ctraposed of little chilJlren:— 

“ The harp of heaven 

Had lacked its kfffitjmt not its meiuieet string,' 

Had children'tiot.been taught to play upon it.” 
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Bereaved mother! take eqmfort in the thought that 
your little ones are safe in the heavenly home. A father 
once said, “ I have had six childre|i, and I bless God that 
they are all either with Christ or in Christ, and my mind 
is now at rest concerning them. My desire was that they 
should have served Christ on earth, blit if God will choose 
to have them ratljer serve Him in heaven, I have nothing 
to object to it.” 

JMy lamb ! Oh, how I watched thee, 

Whw'c’cr thy foststeps roved ; 

Mine ear that lieard thee, blessed thee- 
Mine eye that saw thee, loved. 

Yet life hath winres and sorrows, 

From which no friend oin save ; 

And evils might have tlirouged tliy path, 

\Fhich thou wort weak t«brave! 

There isia heaveuiy Shepherd, 

And ere thine infant ehiirms 

Had caught the tinge of gare or woe. 

He called thee to His arms. 

And though ^he shadowy valley* 

W-flh death’s darls,frown was dim, 

Light cheere^tlie dreary passage, 

And thou art safe with Him ! 

• 

Lamb! in ascliine bf •verdsue, 

Thy favoured lot is cast! 

No serpent.’mid thy {hwfry food— 

■ Upon thy fold'no blast. 

Thine are t£e crystal feuntain^,. 

And thine a cloudless sky; 

T^ou^rt basking* ig life’s sunshine, 

Beneath tby^ Shepherd’s eye. 

Mother! listen! Two dear chil^en were one day'|eea 
very ill in fhe same room ;*tho eldest of the two waeJjeiiaL* 
frequently -attempting to teach tlje y^ounger one to pronounce 
the word “ Hallelajah !” but without success—the dear 
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litde one died before he coui^ repeat it. When hiii brother 
VB8 told of his death, he was silent for a moment, and 
then looking up at hjs mother said, “Johnny can say 
‘ Hallelujah’ now,‘mother!” In a few hours the two little 
brothers were united in heaven, singing “Hallelujah!'' 
tc^ether. Mothers! many of your little ones could uot 
sing the praises of their Kedeemer w^jle resting in your 
arms, but they have been' taught the music of the upper 
temple now, and they sing among the celestial choristers! 


A MOTHER’S LAMENT. 

UY J. MONTOOMERY. 

I LOVED thee, daughter of n\y heart— 

My child, I'loved thee dearly; 

And though we only mot to part, 

How sweetly 1 how severely ! 

Nor life nor death can sever 
My soul from thine for ever ! 

Thy days, «iy little one, were few— 

An angel’s morning visit; 

That came and vanished with the dew— 

’Tw'as here—'tis gone—where is it?— 

Yet didst thou leave beliind thee,' 

A clue for love tU find thee. “ 

The eye, the lip, the-cheek, the brow— 

The handSjStret&e4 forth in gladness; 

All life, joy, raptur/i, beauty now— 

Then'daSifed with'infant sadness; 

'Till, Bfightening by transition, 

Returned the fairy vJcSioa,' 

Where are thgy nqw ?—those smiles, those tears, 
Thy moJher’f darling tre^nre ? * 

She sees thbin still, alid etill she heats 
Thy tones of pain or pleasure— 

To her quiclr pijltse‘‘revealing 
TJnutferablefeelTiig.' 
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Hushed in a moment on her hreast, 

Life at the well-spring drinking— 

Then cradled on her lap to rejt. 

In rosy slumber sinking ; 

Thy dreanis—no thought can guess them ; 
And mine—no tongue express tljem. 

For then this waking eye could see, 

In many a vain vagary,* 

The things" that never were to be, 
Imaginations airy; 

Fond hopes that mothers cherisli. 

Like things of cartli to perish. 

Mine perished on thy early bier ! 

No!—ohang<^d to forms more glorious. 
They flourish in a higher sphere. 

O’er time and death victorious— 

Yet would tlic^ arms liave cl^ined thee 
And long from heaven detained thee. 

My child* my last, my youngest love! 

The crown of every other— 

Though thou art born in heaven above, 

I am thine only mother. 

Nor wyi aft’ection let me 
Believe thou canst fgrget me ! 

Then—thou in iicaven and I on earth— 
May this one hopg delight us, 

That thou will hail my secoli'd blrtli. 
When death shall re-pnite ns— 

.Where worlds no piore caa sever 
Mother and cliild for eVer! 


A BEAUTIFUL PICTURE? 

BY A TBAOHEB’s pencil. 

To th(^Editor o/'^‘ The THotflbrM Friend.'* 

1)baii M An am, —It has* lopg been nfy A'sire to address a few 
lines to you, that I might, as many others have don*, express' 
, my thanks for that most valuablB li|ttle, work. The Motkert? 
Friend. Thoa^ I am not a methm', yet I have i^eeived much 
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good from it; for. it has cat^ied me hack to the days of my youth, 
and made me feel truly sorry 'for many sins which, without it, 
I should never have thought of. I assure you, when I receive 
it, I sit down and devoui its contents the first spare moment, 
and seldom leave it till I have read it through. I am ahout to 
relate a circumstance which took place a short time since, which 
I thought would encourage pious mothers to go on in training 
their dear ones in the love and fear of God. Should you think 
it worthy a place in your work, I shall esteem it a favour, and 
he assured, dear Madam, of my earnest prayers that The 
Mothers' Friend may still prove a great blessing. 

A Teaci.kr op Babes. 

TUB PIOUS MOTHER ENCOURAGED. 

' It was iny privilege, a short time since, to have a sweet 
little hoy, about four years of age, placed under my iustruc* 
tion. From the first day of teaching him, I found him 
well acquainted withomuch of Scripture history, and a 
great lover of it. When I asked him wjio taught him so 
much about God’s Word, he replied—“My mamma.” I 
would here remark, that this mother is one whose time is 
fully occu-pied with many duties. 

The first week,'my little pupil qnd I seemed to get on 
pretty well, considering he had never left home before; 
but, the second week, a little girl, older than himself, was 
added to us. I know not if I had paid him too much 
attention the first week, anil that he felt himself a little 
slighted when I attended to her, leaving him to amuse 
himself, but he did not lijfe to come in the afternoon; but 
Jiis motner was not one to yield to the whims of her child 
without good rSas9tis, neifher would she be angry, thus 
showing the llnfulness of our nature—but, much against 
the child’s will, this good mother brought her boy to 
school. <■ 

When she was about to leave him he cried, and clung to 
ksr,.VAying, “ 1 cannot stay.” I asked the reason; he said 
he did not feel quite^wcll, “Only stajr, then, a short 
time,” I replied, with the promise that the servant ^ould 
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fetch him early. Again his pother rose to leave—^agaiu 
he cried, and held her. We then asked the reason of those 
tears and desire to have his own waj, a most extraordinary 
thing with him. After a few moments, lie whispered, “ If 
you will go into the next room, from the little prl, I will 
tell you." We did so. He then told us be did not like 
the little girl at aiy We then told him such thoughts 
would not please .God, who commands us to love one 
another, and that He always saw us, and knew our 
thoughts, aud that such a spirit was contrary to His will. 
Hearing this, the dear child looked up into his good mother’s 
face, with the most heavenly expression of eo^pteaance; 
he then fell upon his knees, placing his little hands togctlar, 
in the attitude of prayer! The pious mother 'knelt by his 
side, and prayed with him, that God would strengthen 
him to be good and to act rightly.e Oh, what a glorious 
picture was herej What a lesson to many who never 
bend the knee in prayer and praise to the God of their 
mercies and of their being! But tliis is not all; the power 
of prayer, and the faith of this dear child, were over¬ 
powering! He rose jvith a calm and heavenly smile, 
saying, “I shafl be good now^ God will help me." Surely 
God was there, aud that was the gate of heaven. I have" 
never entered the rpom since but I have looked at tfie spot, 
saying—“ Happy child, to^ial'c sfleh a mother.” 

I could tell you much more, dear Madam, of this sweet 
(diild, but I fear my paper is *already,too long for The 
Mothers’ Friend. -Y/jt I cannot,close without shoving yoft 
the feelings and thoughts of tins chiId®R)wards his mother. 
When giving hjm a lessop la^ week on the fall of man, I 
told him that all born since that time were shiners, and 

e *5 

constantly sin against Goifin theught^ ijord, or action; he 
looked up into my face with ajsort of hdy indignation,°4nd 
said— “But not mv mamma!” What could I -'f- 

Coald not say “ Yes,” so I told hiui o^the change of heart, 
of the new creature, and so on. He quickly rejoined— 



1$S TBE CKABWOUAN. 

** 'Xes} I know my mamma is boly I ” Oh, may mothers 
who read this follow her example, 

E. L. S. 

[Would that every child had such a mother!—^En.] 


THE CHARWOMAi-f. 

«I fbel so much obliged to you for mentioning to me 
the cleanliness and usefulness of Alice .phambers,” said 
Mrs. B., during a morning call on one of her female friends. 
“ We have had her several times,” she continued, “ to help 
when we were busy; and so I believe has Mrs. E.” “ I 
am glad she suited you,” was the reply; “ but, to speak 
sincerely, I hope her out-door engagements will not 
increase so as to prevent her doin'g her duty at home to 
her family.” “ You fear it ?—well, we will think of this.” 

Alice Chambers was the wife of a very poor man—they 
had struggled hard for many years ; neither of them were 
strong ia. bodily health, and they had often known the 
want of daily food; few noticed them, or knew how much 
suffering was hid under their jmcoraplaiuing, quiet manners. 

I John Chambers was a rich man’ in spiritual blessings. 
His firin, unwavering faith in a promise.-keeping God—his 
close walk with liis beirved Saviouift—his fervent prayers, 
were a source of great support and comfo;;t to the feeble 
heart of his wife. Poor'though they were, in tjie cottage 
of John aud Alice Chambers the Sabbath was truly a day 
of rest. Unlike f»any of their lyigodly ueighbours, the 
necessary cleimsiug of house and children .was all done 
early on the Saturday, and -the Sabbath dawned upon 
parents and childreu neat and cite, and ready to devote 
the»day to its puiqmsys. 

. There arc seasons in all large families when addi¬ 
tional aid is wanted, an honest charwoman is 
eagerly sought. Ih one of these seautas, a lady in 
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the village, who had seen the home-tidiness of Alice 
Chlmbers, ^t^gfed semdeii'^ and Sbdhtg' 1^ leiliTe 
and industrious, from motives of charity recomm^ded 
her to others similarly circumstanfced. , From this time 
she met with frequent employment. The lady who had 
first known Alice *8oon perceived a change in the appear¬ 
ance of the cottage and its inmates, and f^as puzzled to 
account for it, noP knowing how often Alice was from 
home. On Saturday afternoon, ail was confusion, dirt, 
and untidiness. 6n the Sabbath, the house looked still in 
disorder. Alice‘was in week-day dress, and her baby 
groping in the dirt, unwashed and neglected. John’s 
usual, calm, quiet look of happiness was missing. A^ce 
apologised with a deep •blush for the state o^ her house¬ 
hold by saying, “I have been out for several Says this 
week—even up to yesterday afternoon, ma’am.” Her 
visitor turned away with a sigh, resolved to set the matter 
before her as soon as possible. The next week 

saw all restored to order and peace in this humble dwelling 
—never, we trust, to be broken HJ? any out-door employ¬ 
ments, however well paid for. 

Wives and jpothersj may we ask you to learn from 
this short sketch how,easil/ you may be led, by your, 
anxiety to oblige your wealthier neighbours, •r.or by 
the love of gain, to break, ggod Sabbath-keeping habits. 
Never, we entreat you, form any engagement from 
home on the ‘Saturday .particularly, which may lead to 
this sin.’ Begin your cleaning’ early \)n the Ijst day 
of the week, and’ Iht your house ^n the evening,. on 
your husband’s return from work, wear a Iqpk of .neatness 
and cleanlinM8,*in anticipaMoh of the morrow’s Sabbath. 
There may be difficulties in the way of doiDg.thls, but (ry 
it in faith and grayer, and doubt tiSt ftiat a blessing„wiH 
follow. 


L.«. 
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FRAGMENTS FOB SPARE MOMENTS. 

• mothsb’s powee. 

« 

God has given'to mothers the power—the high and holy 
power—of forming' in their children habits of intelligent, 
loving obedicpce, rrtitch, with His blessing, leads them to 
snncndcr their hearts to them as thei^ Heavenly Father. 

infants’ tempees. ' 

By the improper treatment of infants before they are 
supposed to think, or sjtealt, of act, their*tempers are often 
spoiled; and, instead of a peacefiil, loving, happy disposi¬ 
tion, a peevish, impatient, selfish one is cultivated. 


Nq,TICES OF BSOKS. 

Ml about lAtlle Topey. All about Little Era. LMidon : Partridge 
and Oakey. , * 

Every child most feel delighted with these two sweet little hooks, 
5fVee Tales. London: Partridge and Oakey. 

That the^ are true and short will secure the admiration of children. 

The Power of ReiiffUm Exemplified. London: Simpkin and Co.; 

Birmingham : Matthlson. t ‘ 

• A beantiful, touching death-hed scehe, reflecting honour on a 
rootlieiy and glory to God. Mother! buy it for your son from home. 

The Ocean cfEedeeming Love. ,Bj: Rev. E. Corkwall. London: 
Partridge'and Oakey.' * *' 

An excellent book for comfort and instruction. .. 

Home Thoughts. Jtune number. London: Kent, Paternoster Rowi 
This foiscellany increases in interest and value. 

The Sanctilg of'Home. By Tlev. T. Bdrns. London: Hamilton 
and Co. ^ 

A very useful book for fathers,*!^ mothers. Buy il—read it—Jend 
it to your iftigbbour. 

f%9 Last^MlUng. PycRev. P. B. PbWER. London s Hasdden. 

impressive and ina^ctive tale for selflsh yohng people. 

Me Pe^rg of Labour. By Wm. Hrew. lAondon; Horsell. 

A cheap little book of pros^ and poetry for working men, by one of 
themselves. 
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now MUCH IS IT WOIi’^II, MOTHER ? * 

** Ye are taught of the soul’s great price ; 

They that believe will prize it.’• 

“William, you*make me qjiite iinliappy,” said a 
mother one day. “ You used to be gay, and full of fun 
and nonsense, but how you arc dull and thoughtful; what 
are you ever thiidcing of?”, “I am thinking just now, 
mother, how much a soul is worth ; can you tell me, 
mother ? ” “A soul, child—nonsense ; you a1>? getting 
demented!” “Am I,another? Well, I begin to fear I 
am, for I have never thought about,where I am to ^re after 
this short life is ended. ^ What is a soul worth, mother ? ” 
*• Do, my son, go and ask your oouiun Charles to play a 
game of chess witlnyou, to drive these dull thoughts out of 
your head.” “ I will, mother, if you will allow me to 
read this story to you, which 1 ha'^ just read ; that is, if 
you wish me to do so after j’ou have heard it.” A story! 
ye-s, read me a sjory—anything—to put fhese dull subjects 
out of your mind.” “ l^leas#, listen, then, mother :— 

‘A few years ago there was living inn large eity i^young 
lady, who was the tmlv chihj of worldly and rich parents. 
She was very fond of pleasure, an3 plunged into it with 
all the enthusiasm of ynith.. Her gaiety, youth, and 
wealth were sure passportslo tjie highest Circles of i^shion, 
and there she lived ifs though thjre were higher worjd. 
While thus living in plctisure, she was asliec^ one svening, 
by a female fAcnd, to accom^ilj' her to the week^ jirayer.. 
meeting in a church in tlje city. There she became con¬ 
vinced of sin, anj} bowed down hel’ hciS-t in anguisfi at the 
thought of her guilt, ller, hoavines’s jsf spirit was ^sodh 
discovered at home, and her parents were in corstecnation' 
lest their beautiful daughter should* leave the circles of 
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HOW MUCH IS IT WORTH, MOTHER ? 


pleasure for the service of God. They besought and com¬ 
manded her to return to thfe gay world; they surrounded 
her with her fashionable friends ; but she was still stricken 
in heart. At last, these parents actually bribed her to 
attend a large party of pleasure by the gift of the richest 
dress that could be purchased in the city. Love of dress 
had been her besetting weakness. Caught in the snare of 
Satan, she consented; went to the festival, and returned 
without one trace of her religious emotions. She had put 
out the light of grace. But the joy of her miserable parents 
was short. In another week their daughter was at the point 
of death, and the physicians they summoned in their alarm 
could only tell them there was no hope. When this was 
made kiujivn to the dying girl, she lay for a few minutes in 
perfect silence ; her souh seemed to be surveying the past, 
and looking into the^^future; then, rousing herself, she 
ordered a servant to bring that dress, and hang it upon the 
bed. She next sent for her father and mother; in a few 
minutes they stood weeping at her side. She looked upon 
each of tl^ni for a time, and then, lifting up her hand and 
jioiiiting to the dress, said to each of them distinctly, and 
with the calmness of despair— Father, mother, there is 
■ the price cf my soul I ’ 

“ Ohl mother, was it not dreadful,” said "William, as he 
laid down the book, ” Ip drin'e»her (lowm to the gate of the 
grave like that ? Uow will they meet her in the judgment ? 
Was not her soul worth more, mother? You would not 
like to tee me die so' mother, would you ? ” “ lio not talk 

so, child ; it ia i crobleyou make me quite nervous.” 
“ But, ihollier, tlic Bible asks, ‘ What shall it profit a man 
if he gain ,*hc whole world, »uchl6se his owh soul? ’ and the 
soul must be worth a good deal, mother, as the Saviour 
died to save it. Bo ytjxi not think so, mother ?” “ Perhaps 

mso, Yhlliam.” “ I do not think I can play chess this 
evening, mother; I ^oqjd rather read another story to 
YOU,” Saying this, the young man pulled from his pocket 
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a small, thin book. Mrs. Hammond glanced towards it, 
and replied, “Why, William/that is your Testament!” 
“ Yes, mother, but there arc stories here, for all thatonly 
listen while I read the story of the* ten vrgins in the 2.')th 
of Matthew.” “Oh, mother,” said William earnestly, 
after he had read it; “I hope the di)or will not be shut 
against us! ” “I hope not, iny son,” replied Mrs. Ham¬ 
mond, affectionate!^ taking his hand, while a tear glistened 
in her eye. “ You have become a good teacher to me; 
where did you get your knowledge? ” “I have been 
thinking about these thingsf mother, ever since our clergy¬ 
man preached from the text—‘ What shall it profit a man 
if he gain the whole world, and lose his own sohi?’ an(J I 
begin to think eteniity is of more importance thaji this world. 
How much do you think the soul is worth, mother? ” 


CAEE FOE THE OUTC.leSTS.—No. VIII. 

“ Grievous indeed must be the l>urdrn that shjU outweigu innocence 
• and health.” 

On another occasion*Mary liad been sent on some biisi^" 
ness to the Institution, and was asked by the matron if 
she had heard the ssrraou *pit‘aclftd for the benefit of the 
Home of Eefuge, to which she rejdied—“ Oh, yes, ma’am ; 
and when the good iftiuisU;r was'showing how many evils 
such poor creature^ jrere snat'ehpd from, I wishecT that I 
could have got up ami told all presfl* \fliat I had been 
saved from. , My heart was s<j full of tlie g6odness of God 
to me, in plucking me as alrJnd from the burning, that I 
could not touch my dinntw. I .should, have likvd many 
there to have gflne to th& humble cottage of my parentl„to 
have living testimony of their gratitude for the recjrljry of - 
a lost child.” 

Ten years have now passed since Mary left the Institution, ' 
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A. father’s page. 


and they have passed in one uniform, consistent walk and 
conduct; for focr years she has been respectably married, 
and ..is herself a mother. She is still the comfort and 
solace of her aged inbtber, who yet survives, and whose 
mind has been enlarged by many precious truths brought 
from the Bible by the child she failed not to admonish as 
far as her own light and knowledge of evil extended, which 
appears to have been ia Mary’s earH' days very limited ; 
hut one important trait in this mother’s character was, that 
she never encouraged or winked at sin, but always con¬ 
demned it not only by words but actions.’ 

Mothers, remember your children read your actions— 
yqjir wo; us—your looks. Watch them constantly, and 
think not when they can in some- measure care for their 
bodily wants that your work is done, and that they can 
now take their own course;—thk is the very period of 
their lives the most perilous—when they need most watch¬ 
fulness, that the self-will and false intsepcudence arising 
from their inexperience may be checked by a mother’s love 
and firm^jess. Oh, keep near the hearts of your children ; 
let them see the deep tone of your feeling for them—it 
may be as a hedge about their ‘[)ath when the eye of 
t maternal love cannot reach them.. And, mother! if your 
own children are all safe, can you not reach forth a hand to 
save the child of some,mothenpass(jd into the skies? Is 
there not encouragement to care for the outcast ? 


it FATHER’S PAGE. 

To the Eilitcr of Mother’s Friend.” 

It is long' since I last wrote to you, and since then I have 
becoiuc a father. I find it a pleasing occupation to w’itness the 
e..pansion of niy dcalr child’s intellect; at the sariie time I 
endeavour to draw it forth and sfrengthen it at every oppor¬ 
tunity. As much for tliir ns for exercise, I endeavour once 
during the day to take it through the fields and lanes with 
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^yllicl) onr island abounds, and get it to notice tbe streams, the 
cattle, the birds, &c., and thus, to exercise its young faculties, 
noticing day affer day the same object, and thus strengthening 
its memory and aiding its recollectionj. You may well iibagine 
that this is an exceedingly pleasing occnpaflon. 

Let no one tli^nk that this is wasting time; no, more than 
the time which woidd suffice for this Js almost daily lost in 
something else. Tsvcnty minutes, or less, 1 find quite sufficient; 
and more than this,*l find work sxvtx'ter afterwards on account 
of the refreshing walk I have enjoyed ; and thus father and 
child are benefited. 

It was on the^ occasion of one of these walks that my dear 
child was overcome by slet^), tind having a little leisure just 
then, I retired to a stile near, niider the spreading branches of a 
beantifal elm, and snrronnded with beautiful rffotic scenery, 
ami tliere, laying tlie litjlc thing in as easy posture as I could, 

1 let her sleep on. The linnet sung her lulliif)y,*tlie arms of 
her f'onil father was her cradle, and the branches of* the stately 
tree wtis its covering.* Could I heljjjTeflcctious. I could not. 

I thought upon the linos— 

Here every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile.’' 

But, ah! it almost occasioned a straggle to appl^' this to my 
dear, sweet child. But let God Jie true, iind (if need be) every 
man a liar. liarn^n sin” — “s/uipeti in iniquity.” Yes; 
affvi tian eaunot alter this, i’uternal love must how to it. And 
why not ? God in His own grace has provided a r%nedy, and 
now, blessed be His name ',we can aflord to avow tlic disease, 
lie wounds to heal—^le strikes to Slhss! 

Still sitting, I endeavoured to embody my thoughts in verse. 
Should tlu'y be of arty service to ton or your numerous parent 
readers, 1 present them to yoti and tltein with thc»boiie of a 
blessing attending tEem. 

TO 5ry INFAN'? PtV’GIITER SLEEPING. 

“ Earn jn sin.”— Psalms. 

Catin thy coiyitenance, infant, 

■ Placid as tlie»crj'stul streenh 
Gently through its water-courses 
Gliding, lit by Cynthia’s beam. 
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TO MV INFANT nAUGIITER SLEEPINO, 


Tranquil as tbe sninmor’s evening, 

When tlie geiiily blows; 

Snell is non' thine iiiiant slumber— 

Such is non; thy sweet repose. 

Shall it last? Ah ! will those eye-lids 
E'er be wet with briny tears ! 

M'ill that ioiintenunce, o’erelouded. 

Tell of anger, grief, or fears ? 

Will that bosom heave witli sadness, 

For thine own or other’s woe ? 

Yes, alas! a sad experience 
Tells it must be e\cn so ! 

’Tis a fallen world, inj' precious, 

- Into which thou hast been born; 

Selbsli, cold—a i>Iace of mourning— 

‘ Kest from thee will soon be torn ; 

’ Tainted by the first transgression. 
Innocent, thou canst not be; 

Sin—the curse of all creation, 

Pinds a lurking-place in thee.-' 

Sad that such a sweet external 
Should conceal such passions vile ; 

Sad that one so young—so lovely. 
Should he last in Sataiih wile : 

Sonml, unless the thuiii be broken. 
Helpless, if by heaven unarmed, 

Lost, if not sought out by mercy, 
.Hatiwj (laJ, ifuiov transformed. 

But, sw'ect thought! there is a fountain 
Opened for the most .unclean ; 

Jesus’ lilood is efficacious 
Per the guiltiest sinner e’en ; 

There mayst thou Ix^ waslied, my infant, 
Then shall Ood|i!/supporting rod 

‘Help thee, till sweet rest thou findcst 
In thp I )Som of thy Ood ! 


_ Newport, I. W., June -5, 1853. 


A. M. 
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THE AHpmENT. 

“Yob have heard of the nccidentj Mrs, Carr, I $«ppose 
^—how very solemn !” “ No, indeeS I have not, Mrs. Sims; 
what is it ? ” “ Why, Mr. Pool was engaged to preach at 

HiorBey, last Sunday, and as the distance was too far to 
walk, -he hired a horse and gig, and coming home the 
horse shied, ran file gig up the bank and threw him out, 
and he was so nauch injured by the fall that he died soon 
after they brought him home.” 

“ Dear me, it^s indeed very solemn, as you say, and how 
true it is, that in the midst of life we are in death—and 
poor Mrs. Pool is now a widow, and those dear children 
fatherless; how precious under such circumstances is that 
promise in the prophecies of Jeremiah, ‘Leave thy father¬ 
less children, I will preser^ them alive; and let thy widows 
trust in me.’ I believe there is no trial into which the 
people of God may be brought, but there is some sweet 
promise adafited to their state, and in geueral'it is brought 
to their recollection ; indeed, it*inust be so, for God has 
said, ‘I will never leave you, never forsake you,’and in 
afflictions liko, these,* the mind is so bewildered as to be 
entirely unable to realifC tljcuaturc and extent of the trii^.; 
it requires a long time for the poor mind to rWeover its 
tone; it wakens gradually tff the extent ofits%retched» 
ness. You rernemSer the time, Mrs. Sims, ' when I 
lost my dear "Sally go suddenly.^ I then thought I never 
should §ct over it, the* sligck" seemed to fell yje to the 
ground, I was like*J>Iie in a trajtfce. ^ did not call in jjues- 
tiou the goodness of Gbd, I was sure He^ was dealing in 
mercy will/ me, the prtcjpiV promises of His word I felt 
to be all true, yet I was unable to take a«y cotnfort; I 
seemed to lie the foot of the cross,"aWfl saw the*lledsemer 

bleeding, suffering, dying ,fo» me, and all 1 could^doVas 
just to lift a supplicating eye and inwardly cry,** Do not 
• leave me.’” “Ah, indeed it is so,•Mrs. Carr; nobody* 

K 2 
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A SToar FOE ora juvenile friends. 


knows what such trials are but those who have passed 
through them ; we may think tliat we uriderstand, but 
when <^hey really come upon us we find them altogether 
different from what, we imagined.” 

“ In the case of poor Mr. Tool,” said Mrs. Carr, “ it is 
a great relief to believe he was quite prepared to go; to 
him, sudden death was sudden glory indeed. But too many 
say this when it is untrue; no transmigrations for thousands 
of years; no purgatorial fires; the immortal soul once 
escaped from tiic body, stands at the bar of God, and 
'becomes conscious of its eternal state; raid so sul)tlo, so 
ethereal is the change, t'lat tlie tenderest sympathy, the 
most awakened love, cannot track its course. You may, in 
the deep agony of grief, ho wiping the cold, pale forehead, 
and tlie s unc instant the eniancipated spirit he standing 
before tlie throne; you may he moistening the parched 
lips, wliile the hajipy sjjirit shall be drinking fall draughts 
of bliss from the river of life. Oh, iho Idc.sedness of being 
together and for ever with the i<ord ! Keally, wc ought to 
check OUT grief for those who are entered into rest, and 
reserve it for ourselves; we are still in a world of trial, 
living by I'ailh, and know not wf.at a day may bring 
forth.” ‘ 

“Is y./ur clock right, Mrs. Carr? bless me, I had no 
idea it was so Jatc ; I have fejf the siihjea to be interesting 
and solemn. May wc always he ready—good morning.” 

“Good day, Mrs. Sims,” " M. B. 


A STORY FOR OUR JUVEXILE FRIENDS.—No. IV. 

‘ n 

THE LTTJ1.E Glm. WHO VVANIKLl TO KNOW EVEllYTUINO: 

Little .Miimy was a very inquisitive little girl, and liked 
to know “ the why onu tlie 'vlierefore” of everything that 
came in !ier way; indeed, a very good name for her would 
have been “Little Miss Why-why?” For not a day 
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passed but her mother had to solve some problem that 
puzzled her little head. But'Minny made some use of her 
knowledge sometimes ; and one dav she attempted to write 
a memoir of a young friend of hers, wlfo had died a very 
happy death, and she finished it with a little bit of poetry, 
which was rather funny, but very wcH for a tiny wee girl. 
But when she presented it to her mother one day, with 
the request that i?might be “ srtit to the press to make a 
half-penny book,.” her mother could not help laughing, 
and this made poor little Mimiy weep; and taking back the 
mauuscript it was placed in a drawer, never to see the 
light any more !—Minny’s mother was very sorry she had 
smiled, but there were some things so very odif mentioned 
in the memoir that it w.as impossible to beep a grave 
countenance. 

One (lay, P.Iiuny came running pdo the parlour with 
a little hit of white howe in her hand, and with a very 
anxious look she placed it in her mother’s lap and hid her 
face weeping.—“What is the matter, my little girl?” 
asked Mrs. Mild. “Oh dear, mn, my tooth is.come out, 
and I am afraid I shall never get anotli^r!”—“You may 
dry your tears,, love,”^.aid her mother, taking her hand, 
“you will soon Imve aimthef. I have long wished to talk 
to you .about this wonderful little body of yours? Open 
your moutli, de.ar, anjJ let me»seejf there is .not another 
little tootli peeping up. Ah, yes, there it is!” “Oh, do 
let me see, rna! ” “.Weilj hci'c <s a little glass in iny 
work-box—look, do you see tire tiny wfliite speck jmshiiig 
up there? ” “yes,*ma, how vwy oddi,wken did it be^in 
to grow ?” “ It was there, dear, before tli# one you hold 

in your hand wal seen ab(Tv» tfce gum—when ipau were a 
baby, like your little brotiiet” “ Ho^v coulcfit I^e there, 
mamma?” 

• • • 

“It was really there, dear,”* said hcf mother, “cnly, 

instead of being hard bits of bon^ lijce that in your hand, 
they were like little pieces of jelly; andVhat will surprise 
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you still more, you liad two sets of teeth in the gum at the 
same time!” “Well, mn, 'it is oild! but of course it 
must-be true, as you tell me so!” “Yes, dear, it is true 
—one set is near the edge of the jawbone for early use, and 
the other a little deeper within it; and the little new one 
of yours now pecj)ii)g up is one of the second row—your 
baby-brother’s tooth which is now coming is one of the 
first set.” “Dear little-'fellow!—and'has he lots more 
coming, ma?” “Yes, dear, Oiey are turning from jelly to 
hone by degrees; first, a small hard speck commences 
in the centre of the tooth, which is pladcd there by the 
blood-vessels, and those vessels nourish it ns it grows, till 
all the jelly becomes bone.” “ Oh dear, how funny !— 
how many little bits of jelly has baby in his mouth, then, 
ma?” There are forty-eight, dear, altogether; twenty 
come up first, and twcuty-eight-to come afterwards.” 
“ And are my first twenty going «way now, ma?” “Yes, 
dear, and your little new ones arc coming.'-up in their stead, 
and I hope j’on will take care of them.” 

“ How very nice,” exclaimed Minny, “to know every¬ 
thing ! Mamma, how many teeth have you got?” “I 
have thirty-two, dear, altogether ; fiiose wl.-o are gi’own up 
to men anil women have sixteiii ii- e.'ieh jaw, if none have 
been lost.” “ Is there any of the old tooth left in my 
'■'month, ma?” “ No, ylear it has,.you see, a very short 
root, hut those which are now coniiiig will have hu'ger 
roots; and if they are taken care of, may last you for forty 
or fifty years if you live so long.” “ How strong the 
bone must be theiy.” “ ifes, dear, vi'e may see the wisdom 
and kindness <?f our Heavenly Father in every little tooth, 
as well as in every other part of 'your body ; out although 
the tee’th aro very strong, yet if cur wise Creator had not 
placed somethin^' stronger than bone over them they 
would soon wear'out.”- “ I, do not see anything over 
them, &nmina!” “ There is something white and shining 

over them, dear, cUlled enamel.” “ How wonderful, ma. 
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that God could make us all, and everything in the world, 
without a pattern !” “ Yes, "my di-ar,” said Mrs. Meek, 

“ and wisdom of every kind comes from Him.—You yould 
not imagine, perhaps, Minny, that th^e little teeth of 
yours have blood and feeling in them?” “Have they? 
do let mo see it.* “ Though you iipiy not he able to see 
it, dear, it is really true.—You cannot see* the sap in the 
tree, can yon ? ” • No, ma, uul^s I cut it.” “ Well, but 
sap is there all the time—so it is with the blood; you 
may n't be able to see it there, but it is there. You must 
go to nurse, wlnf is ealli.ig yjou now, Mimiy. I will talk to 
you again, before long, about teeth.” 


Tilfi DYING .S.'.IUjATII-SCliOOL TEACHER. 

T(/ tin; Jiditof of '• The JTothers’ Friend.’’ 

My TircAii MaoHm, —After reading snme of the very inte¬ 
resting tales anil ancoilotea in your Jiiee liltlC work, The 
MolherT Friend, I hit indneed to (fti'er you a short iiccoiintof 
a dear chilli—a niece of mine ; and ns she was a Satfljath-school 
teacher, I hope it may ^c acceplalile, and that you will excuse 
the liherly I t,?ke. 'I’iiis deaii girl was an orphan, and was 
comiiiilted to mv sislci^and* nivseif to Irain—hut we had *3 
deliver up our charge in her early life. 

As she had no cofnjjiiriions.ofjierown age, wc^ plailSd WJ'ifl 
her request, at a Sabbaih school, as an assistant teacher, till old 
enough to Imvt! a class ,of her. own; and, through the kind 
providenee of God, slie was rery.*isefnl, imd greatly beloved 
among the chihlren pf.her class.* She was eleven yeifrs of age 
when she first entered the school, and e«ntsiued till sIlWhad 
attained her twenty-first year, w hen it [dcasi'd hef Heavenly 
Father to fate her from thf aliiVch below to the church above. 
Her death was most hijppy—often sjieaking «f the* precious 
truths of the Bible on her (lying bed. “lier disease* w’as con- 
sHinjition. After taking leave of her aunts, she most wilfmgly 
yielded herself up to that Saviour whom she had loveB. She 
pressed rc-Iigion upon the attention ef all her yoong friends, 
’ saying, Youth is the time to serve the lord, and to study the 
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Bible.” When the last hour drew near, she was heard sayinsr, 
“Come, Lord Jesus!” The• evening she was taken ill, she 
wrote the folio iving letter to her class;— 

“ lily dear Girls^^—Jl.'s with great regret I am obliged to be 
absent frotii you to-day, especially us it is just one year this 
very day since I became your ttaiebcr. I bed ])roudsed myself 
much ph.'asnro in ret irwing the luist time, and trying to ascer¬ 
tain what is our position. You know, my dear girls, it is very 
hnportnut we should e,\ainir.‘c ourselves. I] to knew whether I 
have been iaithfni as a teacher—and you, whether you have 
listened prayerfully to the insiructioiis I have tried to impart; 
for we must all appear before the judgmeiit,-s( at of (ihrist, to 
give an account of all we have ‘aught and beard. Do, my 
dear girls, before ibis day is past, pat the solemn (jiiestion, each 
one,to heiself, ‘ Where am I going V Ami uiiiy God ihe Holy 
Spirit enable you to give fuitlifiil answers, is the prayi-r of 

“ YoI'B AKI'EOTIOK.ATE TFACtIKIt. 

“ P.S.—If it is tbii Lord’s will to rc.tton.' me (o bealtb again, 

I hope to SOI- veil next Sunday. In the meaiilimi', I hope 
you will be exceedingly attenlive to those trlio may have the 
care of you.” 

Several very interci-tiiig' jinpers wore found in this young 
teacher’s desk iiher her death, showing her ilevolional spirit, 
and anxiety (o do the will of God. Oije of them w ill speak to 
many a young Sahhalb-.-cliool tuaeber’s eonseieuec, we trust:— 

, '“ June^Mh, IS—. My pusior lias appointed me to a class. 

Ob. may .J f. el the uVe/j respomihiH!y of the charge of each 
cll-ar child’s son!, iiad laixus' us'unto liie-I.ord, and nut unto 
men, knowing that to the Lord I must give, an account of ail 
I teach.” ’ '• . 

Allow 'me. Madam," to rectJmmeiid mothers sending their 
cbildreui early to. thp. Sabbath school, either as scliolars or 
teachers, ■el’liere ^they receive tliose impressions which prove 
blessings to parents and cbildre^i. ^ There tliey liea.- the Scrip¬ 
tures expli,diddj and uic taught the importance of prayer. Of 
this dear e'dld who wii,-. plated under our charge, I can sa}', 

‘ IN TitB Sabuath soitoox. she learned the Ij'ktk as it is in 
^Jeius. r Way teueheia' hnd chiltlieii learn something front this 
brief acedUut of a young disciple. 


L. H, 8. 
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LETTERS FROM THE'NURSERY.—No. V. 

“ Be iiistvaoted in all wisJoui, and coninnAiicat(%that thou knowest.” 

To the Editor of“ The Mothers’ Frund.” 

Mr DBAu Madam, —As little cliiidreii are Sometimes kept 
awake at 7ugiit by ediil feet, it may ]jc useful to some mothers 
to know what a couifort a tlaunel bag i.s; make it of coarse 
flannel or serge, long ami n ii!c eiioiigb to pull up to the throat, 
and allow of the little feet being moved about. This is parti- 
ciilaidy useful for poor pc' 0 ])le,|who iliid it dilllcult to procure 
blankets suflicient to keep their children worm—it also helps to 
kee]) the child still. If you simak of ihe “ nice waflu bag,’' be 
will get in liuigliing,'und ciiijille liinisclf nii in it with pleasure, 
."iiid ho wilt nut be so rc=f!e.-s cud unwiiling to stay ih bed. I 
am not speaking of tlio-rc motliers who rock their great boys to 
sleep. 

One day, I naa out with my little bo\-, an:! on my retnrn I 
found a geiitleimm Ih the sitting room. After the lirst saluta¬ 
tion, I took away n;y chiid, uiiu’ressed and put hinr to bed, and 
came back. “ Yoar iil.tii) hoy is suon*as!eep,” said he. “ He is 
not ii.'Icttp,” I replied ; '* I shouh! have eeuiiah to do^f I stayed 
till then.'’ “ Voit ant mure tortunate tiiim wtiire,” herejuined; 
‘‘our liflhi girl.(1i cliihl of rotii^or iive) will never go to bed 
without a strvnuf, to sit ii* wirti her the whole evening till wg 
go to l)e'I.” “ Whim do yoi: mean to break lier of thn»lv,il);i.?” 

I asked ; “ site will ittrt cure hcrsijlf.” 

I once heard of a laily, who agrecif with her fiusband that 
lie should m.'imige all their chihlruii execjit the eliiest; this boy 
was tlioro'igbly iudnlgi?d i;i sill his ^diims—jnuoiig the rest, iu 
liiiviug some tiae to sit with him Mien ia Scd. It seem* almost 
an incredible thing, but T have been told •tiiaUwhen be vuss a 
young mail of oue-aud-twonty (at the time I^h(!urd»the fact 
from a irieud/, ho was atfaiik fg ^ to bed without a servant to 

sit in the room till be was asleep. t-1. G. 

• 

[Wo have beafd the pnyses of the flannel bag,” from a 
mission.ary, u’lio told us his gtwdVW'e Ibuifd it a gre^t comfort 
to their children on their return to England from a*tropicld 
slimatc.—Eo.] 
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ALICE RAYMGNP’S 6EC¥Ri[TY. ' 

BTCjMES. E. JUDSON. 

Eong sat the youog mother ; and thus her 

passing thoughts were iashioned .h — , 

“ Yea, I have a litUe greenhouse, it is true,—a dear, pre« 
aouS depository of exqukjte blossoms, whose sunshine is my 
smile, whose refreshing dew my lore, and over whose 
present beauty jind future development a soiled finger, nay 
even the breath that parts my lips as 1 bend abc^^ theni, 
has strange power. The blossoms are not really mine; 
they are lent me by a Friend dearer to me than my very 
life; to whom, indeed, I owe that life, and a million other 
benefits. They arc lent me; and in a few years will he 
reclaimed. In the meantime, what shall I flo for my 
blossoms, and to ple^e my Renefactor ? Shall I follow 
the example of my cousin Esther, aai labour day and 
night to add conservatory to conservatory for their sakes, 
or to accumulnte moulitains of rich mould in which to 
crush and smother them ? Oh, no; while bustling at 
these vain things, my tender littl-3 blossoms would miss 
my eye, and droop for lack'W their accustomed sunshine. 

“I lave seen some sister florists, by way of gratifying 
ir-giath strong feeling at Uie heart, besmear the simple 
little plants with gaudy colours ; and really the pretty 
things so painted made, a beautiful, brave show. But I 
am very cowardly about my, blossoms. I have a thousand 
fii4t^riugs und doul!i^> aiid inexpUemhio misgivings, and it 
has been somewhere whispered to me that there is a poison 
in tliMe fine colours which ,thf ’delicate pkat'canaot fad to 
imbibe! ^ ^ 

“ Thw there is ‘Annie Deans, with bfir three graceM 
rOse-|;ees. Nothing will satisfy her lively fancy bat to 
tri^ out the boii^hs witb. gay ribands and threads of 
silver, and bits of gilded stuffs, all arranged in %ow)S and 
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loops, and stars and streamers, and then calling on every 
passer-hy admire her handicraft. This may do for 
Annie Ucan’s roses, though I think even they would 
be more beautiful without; but Vny hlossoras are less 
queenly, and their slender stems would scarcely bear such 
decorations. Besides, wlien the Owner comes, I well know 
He will strip the whole away ; and then, if tic should find 
a stem distorted, 8r a leaf mildewed, or a worm hidden 
under my tawdry ^adornments, wliat matter of sorrow will 
it be to me! And what, if bv some such poor contrivances 
I should ruin ofte of thesej fair blossoms, so that it must 
be ‘ cast out as a branch that is withered ?’ 

“ Then, what am 1 to do ? I am ignorant* and wejik, 
ani foolish. Turn I this wa}\ I err from nfglect; that 
way, from over-culture. Scarcely* two florists are of the 
same ojiinkm; and if tlify were, each of my tender, priceless 
blossoms has some jieculiarity for w^iich there can be no 
rule. It is a solftmi, sacred thing, this charge of mine, 
and my very soul grows tremulous with awef as I think 
upon it. How watchfid should be my eye ! How gentle 
my touch ! How faitlifid rny pruning! I wdllnot grasp at 
vanities, and sq^oil ray*bands ; I will not mingle ray voice 
with the loud tones of Uic wifld, and so bear the seeds of 
its scorching fever in my breath ; I will never elfcat my 
blossoms of the suflshine and tfie bdmy dew, jivhiTe i nlte* 
lip to smile or heart to love; but what siu'ueity have I 
against some fatal mistake that i^iay mar their loveliness 
for ever, a'nd shut them out of thd celertiaT gardens i” 

And so Alice Raymond mused*on am^ou, till at length 
the clond was lifted, and a look of screne,,elevattd confi¬ 
dence irradisded’her face.* iriVn .softly she glii^cd to her 
knees, and raised her wlMte^forehead with a nt«w-bofh trust 
to the Owner ,of her blossoms. ^he* had found Ihe 
security! . • 

[Begin early to train your plants.-pE».] 
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PLAY-TIIINGS AND NEATNESS. 

To the Editor of “"'I'lie Mothers’ Friend.” 

Deah Madam, —The followin'^ circumstances came under 
my observation avshort time back, wliicli if you deem wortli 
notice, I sljall be happy in having forwarded them to yon. 

A short time ago, tlie motlier of a siniiil family, who is a 
laundress, had occasion to call at my house, iind seeing tlic 
nurse of my little boy pickingiiji the plajfc-things which he had 
been hapjn'ly amusing himself with, exclaimed, “There, Master 
Willie, that’s how’ you make litters for .the servant to clear 
away.” At the same time remarking, slie could not bear to 
see her children’s things u|)on tjlie floor, an^ it always worried 
her to Be(i their little things scattered hither and thillier. It is 
cnstoniarjwfor niy little fellow to clear his )ilay-things himself, 
bht a domestic circnnislance at tlnit time prevented it. It is 
certainly nfueh better for Ciiildren to be taught to wait upon 
themselves. It inculcates habits of usefulness, and prevents 
much unnecessary tropble. • • 

The mother to whom I have referred (and I dare say there 
arc many such) is one who bestows manyuiffeotionate caresses, 
calling thorn her little darlings and jirctty dears, but is un¬ 
mindful to put those lowc-tokeiis into jiraetical power. Many 
prefer seting their children’s toys (ilaced upon the shelf, to be 
gazed upon as orvaments, rather than to amuse and delight the 
minds of their little ones. To you. Scar mothers, I would .say, 
cultivate by all means those habits «f tidiness W’hich make you 
dislikafto see unneces'ary articles scattered about your room ; 

he teaching your children something right by so doing. 
At the saine time, sfrfve not to thinlf their play-things litters; 
they are by no means so, but on the contrary, necessary helps 
for their physical health,* happin/'ss, and improvement. They 
arc s& constitnh^d'that they must and will bo in action. If 
y«a employ themjtvd, the’y will thems^vcis, by reaching some¬ 
thing y<ou do ijot like them to have dff your table, getting up on 
your nice clean chair, moving, things out of flheir places, and 
many^)tller,gambols, which might vex and be far more trouble 
to you'lhan any, iiRiocent mntlsemeiit with which you might 
furnish them, making manifest tha truth of those lines— 

** * * , • . 

“ That Satan finds some mischief still. 

For idle bandp to do.’ ’ 

‘ llcspectfully yours, M. L. H.‘ 
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[We have always Ibimd it a j;ood plan to allow the dear 
little children to have one place* where they can play without 
being disturbed, or disturbing any of the home circle ^ but 
before they leave, we always like to accustom these little ones 
to return all the jday-things to the lior, or cupboard, given 
them for this ptir])g5e. Thus they early acquire habits of neat¬ 
ness which are very important in after life.—E d.] 

FOR THE RfiADERS OF •“ THE MOTHERS’ 
FRIENP.” 

THE WAY TO (iET tiOOD AND DO GOOD. 

If any one woTild tell US| an easy wav to become rich, 
and have sufficient to impart to our children and relations, 
we should grudge neither time nor trouble iff the attiun- 
Dient of such knowledge; but jf we want soipcthing that 
will intike tis more happy than money, that is, wisdom and 
knowledgt*—if we want to know the best way to make our 
children obedient, kind, and affectionate, to secure our 
husband’s love ifcd company, and to make onr homes 
hajrpy, sjrend one penny a month, and take 'liie Mothers' 
Friend, and when you have well treasured its contents in 
your ineinor}', and acted in accordance with the advice 
there given (for.it is in»accordancc with the Word of God), 
and so reaping a rich l^rvwst* yourselves, put some covers 
on them, and distribute them weekly in the l^ality in 
which you live ; afid^if it shguld^bc a mile qr twcTTiTfT’Sf 
town, beyond the reach of tract distributors, and where 
religious advantages are few, how.gladly will The Mothers’ 
Friend be welcomed! 

Then, when they have been U'oir roayid. gather thW all 
in, fresh cover them, give them to the to^n trtfct-distri- 
bntors, or tlfe town missiiJntrj% and so will you sow seed 
beside all waters, and j-eiip au abundant harvest* in the 
production oi niuch good, and tlic prevention of critne.and ' 
misery. I have tried this {dan*; dinsihin friends, w«ll not 
you ? Be persuaded to answer the question agreeably with 
the dictates of vour own conscience. Clematis. 
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A VOICE FROM THE WORK-ROOM. 

“ Thou art in an evil case, it were cruel to deny to thee compassion ; 
Thou dost labour for the gay and the unthinking, 

Year after year, untcy death -yea, wliat a weariness is it.” 

“CiituLOTTE,” said Miss Mary Clifford, entering the 
room wlicre her sister was quietly conversing with a friend, 
to whom she gave a hurried morning salute, “Charlotte, 
do pity me; it is of nc use asking Miss Stanley, but do 
you pity me. Yon know I am to go to the dinner ])arty 

at D--■, in a fortnight, and Mrs. Sutton was to have 

made my dress.” “ Well, Mary, has she refused to do 
so?” “Oh, no; she had begun it, and I believe sat 
up late last'night to work at it, because she knew that I 
would not have it done b.y any of her workwomen—and 
this morning she is confined; so there is an end of my 
poor dress, for she will have her behy to nurse i.ow.” “ I 
hope she is doing well,” said Miss Clifford, calmly. “ Oh, 
yes, I dare say she is ; but I never asked : 1 thought only 
of my own’ trouble. But,” she continued, “ you Jo not 
pity me; and there is Miss Stanley positively looking 
pleased !” " I am pleased, my dear young friend; and 

you must not be angry with me for it.”. Miss Stanley 
paused, and looking sorrowful; continued,—“ I am pleased 
that poor Mrs. Sutton has at length a respite from the 
XVrtTSSlfitt toil which is car-ying ho^.tb an early grave. I 
hope it docs not come too late !” 

Mary Clifford was one of those fashionable, thoughtless 
girls who, looking at every one and every thing with a 
reference to solf, .was exceedingly annoyed and irritated 
when those who ministered to her luxuries and comforts 
experienced such a degree'''of‘ j'fcrsonal in'firniitv, whether 
of bod^ or mind, as interfered with her pursuing the round 
of dissipation and folly in which she delighted. Yet a 
pang of self-reproach shot through her as Miss Stanley 
closed ■ the door. It .was speedily lost in the strains of a 
new piece of musk. 
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Anna Stanley meanwhile j)ursued her way thoughtfully 
to the narrow street in which teas situated the dwelling of 
the young dress-maker, whose exquisite natural taste.and 
skill had raised her to the rank of the «nost fashionable 

artiste in the town of D-. Knocking gently at the 

door, it was opened by a neat old woman, whose face wore 
a look of deep anxiety. “ How is Emma, I&rs. Sutton T” 
“ Very ill. Miss—v?ry ill; you see she sat up last night 
very late, working^ at Miss Marj' Clifford’s dress ; for she 
had been forhiddcii to leave it to any one else, and she has 
been scarcely fit* for. work ^for some time. She nearly 
fainted as Edward helped her up stairs; and now, the 
doctor says, she is in a high fever.” “And fne bahy7” 
“Oh, it will die, Tl fear,”.—au^l tears poured down the 
mother’s check.s. “Oh, if the ladies knew,” resumed the 
mother, “how they orw-work her!”^ Miss Stanley bade 
her send to her for anything that was needed, and left the 
house with paini'ul*.ind mingled feelings. 

O.NH OF THE SrAKI.KY'FAMII.V. 

FRAGMEJJTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 

It is a great gain io suli'ev the loss of all things,^hat we 
may learn to ilepcnd (^t Christ along..— Puley. 

DEATH. 

Death pays rcsj)ect ticitlitr to yhuth nor usefulness, but 
mows down together the tender* l^erb, tlie fragrant Tfiower, 
and the noxious w'ced.— J. A. James. 

THE DAY. 

The streams of religiop run deeper or shallt>v?er nis the 
banks of the tialrbath are kept up or neglscted .—Calcoip 

YOUTH «Nfl AGE. 

Youth is not like a new garmenjt, which we cah keep 
fresh and fair by wearing sparingly. Yofcth, while we liave 
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it, we must wear daily, and it will fast wear away. The 
retrospect on youth is too often like looking back on what 
was a fair and promising country, but is now desolate by 
an overwhelming .torrent, from which we have just escaped. 
Or it is like visiting tlie grave of a friend whom we had 
injured, and are precluded by his death from the possibility 
of making him an atonement. Time is the greatest of all 
tyrants. As we go on towards age, he ’(axes our health— 
our limbs—our faculties—our stiength, and our features. 

COMFORT. 

It will afford sweeter happi^tess in.the hour of death to 
have wiped one tear from the cheek of sorrow, than to 
have ruled an empire or enslaved a world. 

BAULTS. 

To hide one fault by another is both unwise and wicked. 
Sin is overcome only .when b}' God‘s grace we r?pent of it, 
abhor it, and forsake it. 

A MISTAKE. 

To seek relief, from doubt in doubt, 

Prom woe in woe, from sin in sin, 

Is but to drive a tiger out, 

And let a hungry lion iit. 

ANALOGY... 

An (fi d stump of an oak, with a few young shoots on its 
a'lmosl^arc toj). Analogy :—Youthful follies growing on 
old age! 

ADVERSITY. 

Adversity, thou sthistle of life ! thou too art crowned ; 
first-with a flower, then with down. 


NOTICES^ Oi? "BOOKS. 

Scripture Teiclm-'s J^sisimit. By Kenry Althans. London: 
Butt. 

'ffe strongly recompieud tjiis very excellent help to teachers and 
mothers. 

Jiiiine ThouffJtfs. July. London: Kent. 

This miscellany cuniinues to be a favourite. 
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MY MOTHER’S PORTRAIT. 

1 WAS quite young when my mother died—a mere child, 
hnt I loved her dearly, and felt, when I Saw her laid in the 
grave, that I had lost a friend whose jilace in my little 
heart no one else could fdl. I had*manv kind relatives, 
but for a long time I could not be comforted, but cried for 
the return of her who lay 'in the silent grave. I missed 
the touch of her soft hand upon my head—for oh ! whose 
touch is like a mother's ?—«nd the sweet sound of her voice 
as she pronounced my namij. It was the mother I missed, 
and the whole world could have given me nothing like her, 
nor equal to her. 

But childhood is too happy •lud buoyant a*sa^on to oe 
alw'ays sad. The dark clouds of grief cleared away at last 
from my %ky, and tlit sunshine csync back to dry my 
tears, and waken again iisy spirit to life and joy. The 
mother was not forgotten, but the boy who bad lost her 
had ceased to ]tine for her jtresence. Threc'years rolled 
away, and the third from the period of my moll^er’s death 
brought my tenth birth-da)'. I rcturngd from school one 
afternoon weary, and in a fretful humour, for 1 had not 
recited my lesson wel>; a? I entered the yard, behold! 
there stood my little cousin Alfic^ with my new iftid beau¬ 
tiful kite nearly toiai to pie(»es- 5 bis hands, wcre'‘'iuii' 
fragments of it, which he was scattering upon the grass. 
Enraged at the sightr auSJdindedr by ap^er and passion, I 
flung down my books and strmik'the tittle fellow«n blow, 
which sent him reeling ^fiom rnr. II(*jcr«amed viotetiy, 
for the blow hurt him, but I was too angry,to carf. I ran 
into the pa'flour, and tb*r(.%i?lg myself upon ^he carpet, 
gave way to the tide of \%ralhful soiy:ow that flojUcd my 
soul. 

By degrtgs I became a little’cSlin—the parlout was cool 
and dark, for the shutters were, nsarly closed, to*exclude 
the heat and light. .After tlie hurricafic of passion comes 

voi,. vi. 
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the still, hut 110 less jiowerful, season of remorse; uii- 
gorernablc fury always recoils upon itself, producing shame 
and regret. I raised my eyes, and looked around me. It 
was an old-fashioi^ed house that I lived in, and the shut¬ 
ters had been made whole, with the cxqeption of a little 
aperture cut in the ^ape of a heart in each one,—through 
these came a few straggling rays of lig^t, falling upon me, 
upon the floor, and the furniture of the room. 

Directly opposite the shutters, in the line of the setting 
sun, hung a portrait—the portrait of my mother; as my 
tearful glance fell upon it, the face seemed illuminated, 
and the large soft eyes looked lovingly down upon me, as 
they had done often—oh, how often, in years gone by; 
and 1 thought, as I gazed varnestly up at her, that there 
was a reproachful sorrow’ in the tenderness of her glance, 
such as I had seen ibefore when 1 had given ^ay to the 
violence of passion while she was alive. The words which 
she uttered at such times echoed in my ears with such dis¬ 
tinctness that I seeme(j, to hear her repeat them again— 
" Remember, my dear boy, never, never let the sun go down 
upon your wrath.’! The right chord had been touched in 
my soul, and I melted into penitence and tears. The 
memory of my mother’s words—bi ought back with power 
at the sig ht of her countenance—subdued me, aud my anger 
vanisticd away. She was dead, but she still bad power 
over me,—for the memory of the words she had uttered, 
the counsel she ^g.ave lii'e, the uJaye^’s she offered in my 
behalf, ^lad been written o6 my heart jn characters which 
woiflff never fade. i 'The sfght of that dear face brought 
them airback, and the lion was transformed into the lamb. 
In obedience to her own adVi6e *1 fell upon my knees, and 
prayed ♦hat" God would forgive’ my passionate, wicked 
heglt, and help me to control it jn days to come. I did 
like to leave th’at sweet 'facS, so full of lovli, and to me 
Str^sSHtiful,—but when I did, it was to seek little Alfred, 
tod try to atone for my unjust violence. 
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My mother’s portrait!—how often afterwards I sought 
the room where it hung, to gaze upon it, not only when a 
sense of wrong roused the slumbering passions of my soul, 
but when my boyish trials and grief% seemed a heavy 
burden, and 1 missed the encouraging smile and voice of 
her who would have helped me to bean them well, or shown 
me how they might have been cast aside f Even after I 
arrived at the ])cri8d of manhood, the portrait was still as 
dear to me as ever, and from those loving, earnest eyes 
came forth the same mysterious power to soothe my way¬ 
wardness, and cheer .the sorrows of my heart. It existed 
not truly in the painting—there was no spirit or soul in 
the silent canvas; but the life I saw there wasn.he reflSTlion 
of that which existed in my^oul, where her image was 
graven, and from whence it beamed forth in acts of love 
and self-(*)ntrol, the fjuits of the seed she scattered before 
she passed from earth for ever. I'hc good mother never 
dies—she will Iwc in the sous and daughters she leaves 
behind her, and in those who come after theiiT, till the end 
of time. Precious is the memor^ of such—more precious 
than a legacy of the finest gold. 

A. M. E. 


A VOICE FROM THE .MDPvK-ROOM. 

• •• • 

** And pain is stamped upon her face, 

"While she Tvre,stlet^i une(|ttal]^ with toil. 

The last hurried stnTgg!oJia»l)rok(ij:i i^ie silken cord 

A BRIEF hut shtirp’ struggle fflr lifi^followed pooi^^mma 
Sutton’s confinement ,* her baby died. Could ^uict have 
been secured to the yourig «aVhcr, her recovery would have 
been hastened ; but from her bed-room she* c»uld hear 
the repeated yisits of her customers? the sharp, disap^ 
pointed to'»es of voice, and the .peremptory orders givfti to 
her civil, clever “ first hand,” who tried in vain *o supply 
her mistress’s place. 
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“ Mother,”—said the sufferer, on the thirteenth day after 
her illness began—" mother, I must sit up and work.” 
She had done so, in lier bed, several times. “ I have just 
remembered Miss, Mary’s dress, and to-morrow she will 
want it.” She rose, and, with the helji of her mother, 
entered her work-roorn a short time before Miss Stanley 
called. “ Ildw is Mrs. Sutton to-day?” she asked. 
“ Better, ma’am ; but g.o in.” “ Sufely she is not at 
work ?” The mother shock her head, and pointed 
forwards. 

The lady entered the room, and there, seated on the 
sofa, and deadly pale, save a tteep crimson spot on each 
cheek, and h.,lf hidden by piles of gay dresses, whose bright 
colours contrasted painfully with her wasted figure, was 
poor Mrs. Sutton. “ Emma, why arc yon here ?” said 
Miss Stanley. “ I cannot help it,, my dear yopng lady; 
four or five ladies have been here, and want their dresses 
for to-morrow, and say the}' must go olscwhere if they 
cannot be served ; and there is Miss Mary’s dress, but it 
is nearly done.” “ But, Emma, think of your husband and 
your children.” “ That is one thing, ma’am, that makes 
me more anxious. Edward gains > very little, and what 
should we do if 1 lost my biisincs^; tliere is your dress, 
I ma’am—<” “Don’t touch it; your first hand will do for 
V.oi wait a week,' ur longer, if necessary.” “ Thank 
yon, my dear lady; would that all were as considerate as 
you are.” 

Miss Jt'Iary Cliffosl’s dies? was sent home that night, 
and Edward Sutton parried, his wife to the bed, whence she 
never rose again. Too surely had fashion and selfishness 
pursued their victim, and iy' tnuther week, with scarcely 
five-and' twen,*y summers over her, head, the gifted young 
milliner sank info ‘an early grave. 

‘ Oh, ma’am,”-said and sobbed poor Edward, as he 
drew ckser to him his motherless little ones, “ they did not 
mean it, ma’am—the ladies, I would say; tJiey did not 
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think what they were doing ; but, sure as possible, the 
selfisliness of these ladies has cost my dear wife her life, aud 
taken from me my best treasure on earth, and from my 
babes a loving mother.” 

Dear countrywomen, married and single, wc have placed 
before you no hfghly-wrought tale o£ fiction; we are not 
conscious of the slightest exaggeration, either of incident or 
language, in our stmple narrative. We have given you a 
plain fact, from personal experience, and we ask you, when 
you order your next dress, to give a sufficient length of 
time to prevent your incurring similar guilt to that we have 
depicted. 

Work-women ! let no inducements or threats lead yUu tt> 

*• • 

neglect your duly* to God, to jour husbands ^aud children, 
or others dependant on 3 ’ou j abo»'c all, whilst clothing the 
poor frail,bodics of others, seek to have your souls dressed 
in the glorious robe of Christ’s righteousness, in which 
alone a sinner ca» stand before a holy God. 

One of the Staneet Family. 


A-WORD FOR .Till? FATHERS. 

The father is the representative of society at home; the. 
mother only represents the inJertSr of the housfr 
brings home the cares of public* life, the other prepares 
the pleasures of the d«inestip h^earth. It is the father 
who should provide fol tl^e •daily,*sustenance^ of tlic 
household; it is* the mother* who ^should elevate the 
hearts of her children ^o the love of God and m*u. Th'.’.s 
all the fungtioBs of the fstltei^ be he rich or poor, a trades¬ 
man, a mechanic, or. a field-labourer, ara ?xt*rior aud 
public; while^those of the wife and»mother,*be she ih 
“ great woBian,” or a wording man's .wife, are interior or 
private. Nature has so ordered it, for the mor^ky of the 
, children and the happiness of tBe fatltfr. 
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If the sweet voice of the mother—if the grace of her 
gestures and the sweetness of her look penetrate into the 
heart of the child, the manly voice of the father, the serious¬ 
ness of his manner, and his look, are better adapted, under 
difficult circumstances, for imposing respect and compelling 
obedience ; they {irevfiiit the child from becoming enervated 
in the cradle of caresses, lavished in the arms and the lap 
of the mother. The part of the father, 'in the education of 
his children, cau then neither be a lesson nor a labour. 
Let him improve his condition by his avocations; let him 
place his delight in fulfilling hi.s duties as a man and as a 
citizen; let his actions lie always in accordance with his 
spetcii, always e.vpi'essive of generous thoughts, and he will 
have done more for his children than could the teachers of 
all the universities in the world. Society has established 
the education of youth in schools, nature has placed the 
morality of a jieople in the family circle. God has com¬ 
mitted the training of the children in the right direction— 
in the road to a blissful immortality, to the jiarcnts. 

Every day, on returnifig home, the father relates what he 
has seen dr heard in the world ; his relations with his work¬ 
people, if he be a master; with the iStatc, y' he be a public 
man; with his studies, if he be,,an tjrtist or a literary man ; 
with hisi,Fork, if he be a mechanic, a shejdierd, or a field- 
ihen an affcctWiijite cxchaugt of thoughts and 
sentiments fakes j)lace*between the father, mother, and 
children, in which (piesti<)ns of polity, morality, and piety 
are talkpd over. 'Itds thus ,that'the destinies of a country 
are ijiflucneed; thu^ arefconed, hya sweet intimacy in the 
effusions of the heart, the opinions"of a whole life. What 
an admirable moans of cnlighk'iniog the conscience of the 
child; ofnmking liim an honest man, a patriot, a God¬ 
fearing member of- society ; of raising his soul tb the two 
passions which moat Strongly n;iove youth—thg.love of the 
beautiful, and truth. This is an easy education, which in 
no wise alters the hnbits 6f life; which exacts no sacrifice. 
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which requires no care, and the vivifying action of which 
will be exerted over the fathcr*as well as the children ; and, 
indeed, what father will dare to praise vice, or even to boast 
of a bad action, when he knows that ei^ck of his words, 
being received into the young minds of the family circle, 
may become an opinion, and tend to farm the character of 
his children. 

In the home ciriSe inu.st our yojith derive those principles 
which will isolate ^thern fi om the forbidden pi'actices and 
passions of the age. The father’s and the mother’s task 
will not be fidfilltd, till they send forth from their home 
circles honest men, good *citizens — God-fearing, Bible- 
loving men and women. 


THE ACCIHENT.-Js^o. 11. 

THE I'UNEEAL. 

“ AA’ell, Mrs. Carr, I thought the funeral services this 
afternoon very solemn, did not y\)U 1 ” “ Indeed I did, 

Mrs. Sims, and 1 lliink the feeling was gcnerSl; and I 
thouglit the w,ords ui‘ St. r.'iul so suitable—‘ We are 
confident, I say, and williiig^-ather to be absent from the 
body and present with the Lord.’ How true 4 vere the 
remarks of the nsuisler, that^in'^lli animated i!”-!.-.',"?.♦.’.''■I? 
is observable a fond*clinging to Ifll'—from the ant to the 
elephant, from the child, to the man of hoary hairs—it is 
manifest in all circumstaueos, aiiel seejjSs part of our very 
nature; it is the Gospel, and the Gospel only, wTimh will 
enable a man to say, lie is willing to he absent,from the 
body ; and.thii arises froin^*,fonviction of the truth, that 
to be absent from the body is to be present wiA the Lord, 
How sweetly did he speak *of this. He»e is a gftat truth, 
said he, clearly set fofthj iyi4 evidently no «ew 
doctrine to the Apostle’s mind ; it had long talAig posses- 
^sion of his heart, and he was anxiou^that the Corintfiian 
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Christians should be comforted with the same consolation— 
to him it was a revelation from Heaven, and what a glorious 
truth it is! Just see—there lies the poor emaciated body, 
struggling with pyiii and suil’ering, lorn almost asunder, yet 
the mind calm and composed, justifying the ways of God to 
man, cheered by the, jirccious promises, and animated even 
to rejoicing by the thought that ‘ to be absent from the 
body is to be present with the Lord.’ And this glory, too, 
all but within sight—the steps of mortal pilgrimage nearly 
finished—the eye, accustomed only to earthly things, is 
soon to open upon those which arc oternd. Heaven itself 
is to be the abode of the lilicraied spirit, those wonders on 
wliitli the e.irucst mind has long dwelt shall be realised, 
and earth indeed exchanged for hcavcil. Concerning the 
nature ol' the existence .of separate s])irits, the Scriptures 
are silent, nor would we pry betwe(;u the folded.leaves ; it 
is enough for us that we shall he there conscious immortals, 
perfectly sure that we are safe—safe fonever—accepted in 
the Beloved.; and our chief and supremo delight will arise 
from the fact, that we sSiall bo together, and for ever with 
.Tesus Christ, who loved us, who died for us, and who led 
us safely through earth’s dangerous jiilgrimage to the 
glory of Ilis heavenly throne,, How shall we then trace 
with delight the mysteries of His providence, and rejoice in 
i be fiiMw .v-iit of the jirobii^, ‘ What yt know not now, ye 
shall know hereafter;’ and how strong and bright will that 
promise hurst forth—‘ For pur liglit affliction, which is but 
for a moment, worhyth for us a far more exceeding and 
eternal weight of glory.’ ”• ^ 

“ Really, Mrs. Carr, what a meirlory you have!” “Well, 
the words were weighty, an/'i gjadc a deep impression on 
my mind, Mfs. Sims, and I think they did on many others, 
fori savil many a‘weeping eye. Poor Mrs. Pool and the 
deas’ children, their, ftearts seepied ready to b[ej(ik ; hut I 
must go. I expect we shall have a very crowded place, to 
hear the funeral sermon. Good afternoon.” M. B. 



189 


LETTERS FROM THE NURSERY.—No. VI. 

“ Scratch the green rind of a sapling, or wantonly twist it in the soil, 
and the scarred and crooked oak will tell of thee for centuries to come.’ ’ 

To the Editor of “ The Motherf Friend.” 

My dear Madam,— I siipjiosc; most motliors know how 
dangerous it is to 'warm children’s t'edl by fire when they 
are chilled. A huly, whom I knew when a girl, had beeti 
intimate iroin childhood with a gentleman who had scarcely 
any toes on his ^ect, and when a little boy he never liked any 
one to see them. The history of the matter was this: — 

Ilis mother wsis a young wife, suddenly introduced to the 
w'orld, and very luucli taken»u{) with visiting. She had, at that, 
time, only one child ; and when she tlujught how much she neg¬ 
lected him, she consoled herself with the reflectioii, that slig had 
an cxcellentnur.se, who was fom^rf him, aud would take better 
care of him than she herself could.. One night she awoke, and 
began to»think of hej child ; she bad been so very mnch 
engaged for some days that she had ijuite forgotten to send for 
him. She grew ijncasy, she could not tell why, aud at leugtli 
got lip, and resolved she would go to the nursery. “ What, at 
this hour?” said her husband. “I have not seen him these" 
two or three days,” she replied. ^The more shame for you,” 
said the father; “but as you have waited so long-, you can 
wait a little lopger.” 

The mother lay down iigaiu but could not rest, so she crept 
very softly into the nursSry. Nurse was not in bed, and sctwitd 
frightened to sec I;,er mistress. “ Let me see my clnld, nurse.’* 
“ lie is asleep, nia’ajn.” The tnotij^T looked at^Tief baby, rfhd 
would liave taken him up, but nurse remonstrated. “ I must 
look at him;” said , the* lady,, stjipping off the clothes and 
taking lip her child. Slid cxamwied lyti all over, and found 
his little toes wereJjIa'ck ! 

i Nurse, at first, said #he knew nothilSg- about it—Biit after¬ 
wards, with tears, she aekno^\ledged that slue hatT taken him 
into the paVk on a frosty mdfnfcg, where he seemed very' cold, 
so she brought him in ani^ held his feet to thftfwc,"when they 
W'cre frost-bittgp. She had done all she co«ld, but th?y got wor^ 
inslcad of itetter, A doclorwa^ gpllctf, j^ho immediately liutolf 
several of the toes; he said, if assistance had beei> dehiycd till 
morning, the child must have died.—Youis, &c. E,i.G. 
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MY MOTHEB’S GENTLE WORD. 

My precious mother died tvhen I was six years of age, 
and though long and weary years have gone by, and I 
have seen changes long and many, yet a little incident 
of my childhood, some two years ])revious to lier death, 
will never be blotted from the tablet of luy niemory. 

I had, one Sabbath morning, been taken to church by an 
elderly lady who resided with us, my mother being too ill 
to go out. I remember that it was the season of Christ¬ 
mas, and the little church of D- was gaily decorated 

with wreaths of evergreens. To mj' ebild'i.sh eye it was 
beautiful, and I began }daying wifh the .sprig of myrtle which 
huug-*\iear thv pew, and, despite the angry looks of roy 
friend, I kept on ))lucking the leaves, and throwing them 
about the jdace, until at last 1 put some of the dried leaves 
into the stove to make a smoke. 

Service being ended, my friend pidled me along, saying, 
“ Now, you wicked l)oy, 1 shall take you t,n your mamma, 
and she must whip you.” I made no reply. We reached 
home, and I was taken to hiy niotbcr’schaiiiber. She was 
seated in her easy chair, suj)j)orted by jtillo'.vs. The sweet 
smile with which she greeted niy (iitraneo faded from her 
lips as she heard the recital of iny misdee ds. 

After a ■noineiit’s pause, being left alone with me, she 
swaetly said,*"- You have gte’ cd your jeoo'r sick mamma.” 
1 felt her tears'upoii iiiy cheek. There w;is no need to say 
more. I clung to her arms, and .,ohhcd as though my 
heart woedd break. ' licr gentle Words had done what 
punishment in my case could not have effected. 

THE OUTCASTS. 

EKCOUn.lOEMKN^ FOB. THE OOMCASSIONATE. 

• J'o the RHlor o^^'-The Mothers' Friend.” 

My nr au M adau, —I am very glad to see you are taking up 
the cause Oi “The Outcasts.” Mr, P. has been on the comjnittee 
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of an institution for reclaiming them for forty yeara, and lias 
often heard of instances of grgat usefulness. The following 
letter is from one who has been benefited by such efforts, and 
is addressed to the matron under whose care she was for two 
years:— 

“ Honoured Madam,—Not only feeling it a duty, but also an 
unspeakable pleasure, 1 once more return Ui the Ladies’ Committee 
my most grateful thanks for their kindness and fbr their very kind 
reward,” (a guincaybr being twelve months in a situation as ser¬ 
vant.) “1 know not how to exjiress my gratitude. It is, indeed, 
with great astoiiishoient thatl look at myself, when I think that 
such a sinner as 1 have lieen am thus favoured. Oh it is of 
the Lordfs mercy,*who has indeed dealt graciou.sly with me; 
who has ),reserved and kd md by the kind hand of my gracious 
Saviour, and has, 1 trust, cuahled me, through llis*\!ivine 
mercy, to cast tliatduirdcm of sin which 1 have so long borfio at 
the foot of the cross. Oh, whafa friend is Chiltet!* 1 should, 
indeed, after ail Ho has done for nry soul, be worse than those 
who nevewheard His mwnc, if I did n^t give Him my heart. 
Had I a tiiousaud hearts, I limi, by hap]iy experience, that 
time, and health, aaiil all are so delightfully spent in His service, 
that I could cheerfully give them all to such a.Fricnd. My 
only sorrow now is, tlmt 1 have l)eef»siich a wicked and iinpro- 
titahie servtint, and tliat 1 ilo not now love Him «nore. My 
jirivileges are great indeed, and have hegi ever sinee I first 
entered your hie^sed Asfluni, wliorc the imiiressions 1 received 
will, I trust, be ti blessitjg t» %e through eternity. Mayfly 
kind benefactors bitve the happiness, at the last greatpvlay, to sec 
a jioor unworthy »imier like tt^m presented wit#,.- crown of 
glory—and not oidy ^ae, but hiimli%as who lm\e been under 
their care. Dear Madam, you will e.xcuso my troubling you 
with a long letter, luit 1 Ajphl tell •you a,great deal more, if I 
were permitted, of ilie love of (Nirist. ARiy I live iiclur to Him, 
and bo found in Hitn at last, and. jbin th^ redeemed ofiJ'e Lord 
tbroiiobout the couatlefls ages of eternity. Pewnit me to 
present iny^duty to the Coniinittec, and allow' me to 

subscribe myself, 

i‘ Your humiile Servamt,. 

Thu following is from a sister ofen unftrrtunate girl 

“ Aly dear Alailain,—Permit me to return you o»r sincere 
thanks for the extreme kindness aftd hcajtfcit interest youltavc 
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evinced toivards our unfortunate sister. Wc cannot sufficiently 
express our gratitude to Hcavea.for raising up such kind friends 
in her behalf. That she ninv be endued with grace and strength 
from on high to fulfil her du jies, mat the Giver of all good may 
return tenfold the iilercy shown her in the hour of her distress, 
are the united prayers of myself and sisters.” 

May these letters, which prove that the vilest may be for¬ 
given and reslor'ed to society, encourage others to seek their 
recovery, by directing and assisting them ta gain admittance to 
such houses of mercy. 

I remain, dear Madam, yours very.truly, 

A. P. 


THE EMIGRANT MOTHER. 

Fitdifcmy own ntitive clin.c 1 took my way 
Across the foaming deej); my husband slept 
In his new grave, and poverty had '‘tripiied 
Our lonely cottage. Letters o’er the wave, 

.From brother and poor sister, bade me c^jne 
To the nc.w world, where there is bread fur all. 

So with iny heavy, wi(b>wed heart 1 went. 

My only babe and I. 

Coarse curious eyes 
looked se.archingly upon me as 1 sSit 
Ill the thronged steerage, wlih my sick, sick soul. 
But at-each jeering word 1 bowed iny head 
Down o’o my helpless «?,vld and was content. 

For lie was all my won’J. 

Storms rocked the bark. 

And haggard fear sprang up with oaths and cries; 
Yet wondrous coui-nge n'erved me—for to die, 

With that fair lovipg cre&ture in my arn.s. 

Seemed more than life without him. If a shade 
Of weariness or trouble marked ,my brow. 

He look* 1 upon me with his' father’s eyes. 

And I was fcomforted. 

But sickness came, 

Ologe air and scanty food. Da'kly they pressed. 

On feeble infancy, and oft I heard. 

As mournful twilight setJed o’er the sen, 
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Tlie frequent plunge, and tlie wild mother’s shriek 
When Irer lost darling to tJie depths went down. 
Tlien came the ten or. To my heaving breast 
I closer clasj)cd my child, and all iny strength 
AVent forth in one continual sigh to (Jlid. 

Scarcely I slept, lest the dire pestilence 
Sliould smite him unawares—e’en when he lay 
In peaceful dreams, the smile upon his chhek, 

I trembled lesUhe dark-winged angel breathed 
Insidious whispers luring him away. 

Tt came at last! that dreadful sickness came. 

The fever—short and mortal! Midnight’s pall 
Spread o’er the waters when his last faint breath 
Aloistened my check—dteji in my breaking heart 
I shut the mother's cry. 

• One mighty fear 

Absorbed me, h.'st his cherisTied form should' feed 
The dire sca-monsters, nor Ix.meath the sods 
Of tl»c green, quief, blessed earth ^iwait 
The resurrection. 

So I shuddering pressed 
The body closer, though its deadly cold 
Proze through my soul. 

To those around I said, 

“ Disturb him not—he sleepeth.” Then I sang, 

And rocke d him telSdcrly as though he woke 
In fictfulness, or felj thrsstiug of pain. 

My poor dead baby ! 'J'errililc to me 

Such falsehood seemed. Bjj* y‘ct the niipallfitg dread, 

I.est the fierce s?aly monsters oflhe sea * 

Should wind around him with their gorging jaws 
O’ermastered me. 

fjights fled and mofnings dawned, 
And still my’ cliill arms claspe’d iinnwy'cajdy 
The shrivelling forifl. They told me lie was dead. 
And bjde me give myji^i^iful to them. 

For burial in the deep. With outstretchedjitlftds 
They stood demanding liiiii until tljfc 4ght 
Fled from «iy swimiiung eyes. 

But when T li’oke 

From the long trance, that icy btirden lay 
No longer on iny bosom. Pitying words 
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The Captain spoke,—“ Look at yon little boat 
Lashed to our stern. Therein his coffin rests 
The body of thy son. Tf iu three days 
We reach the land, he shall be buried theye 
As thou desirestl” 

Tlion from breaking: morn 
My eyes were fixed, and when the darkness came, 
By the red binnacle’s uncertain light 
I watched that fiuatiug speck amid tlie \Vaves, 

And prayed for hind. 

As thus I kept my tvateh. 

Like desolate Rizpah, mournful visions came 
Of my forsaken cottage ; while the spring 
Of gushing crystal, where ’neath Ijowering trees 
We drew Jur water, gurgled in my ear. 

To mock me with its memories of joy. 

My thf'oat'’was dry with anguish, tind when voice 
Failed me to Jiray for Jiiiid, 1 lilted up 
That silent naked tlrmglit which liitds the throne 
Sooner titan pomp of words. 

With fiery fact; ' 

And eager foot the tliird dread morning rose 
Out of the misty deep, ami coldly rang 
The death-knell of my hojtc. 

As o’er the stmai 

I gazed with dim eye on the ^Hashing brine, 
Methought its deptlis were opi'ned and 1 saw 
Creatfires most vile that o’er tlie bottom crept: 
LizardS'aild slimy serpeift,-, hideous forms 
And shapes, for wliieli Allan’s language has no name; 
While to the surface rose the monster shark, 

Intent to seize hi: prey.’ 

“ donvulsive shrieks, 

Loi.g pent vvi'hin .my bleeding heart, burst forth ; 
But frCinl the watcher at the mast tlierecaine 
A shout of “ Land !” and or.t' horizon’s edge 
Gleatied a faiut streak, like the white seraph’s wing. 
Oh 1 blessed lard We neared it, and my breath 
,Was one continued gasp. Oh! tdessed land ! 

A boat was launched ; with tBtishing oar it reached 
A loAely isle. Bent o’er the vessel’s side 
I saw them dig a’narrow grave, and lay 
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III the cold bosom of the quiet earth 
Tlie little body that was miife no more. 

N or wept I : for an angel said to me, 

‘ God’swill! God’s will! and thy requitei^prayer, remember!’ 

To my hand a scroll they brought, 

Bearing tlie name of tliat deserted strand, 

And record of the day in which the^ laid 

My treasure there. They might have spared that toil— 

A mother’s iiiifiSrgotful love needs not 
Kecord or date. 

The ship held on her cour.se 
To greener sliores. Then came an exile’s pain 
Beneath a foreign'skj% ^ 

Yet ’twere a sin 

To mourn n ith bitterness the boy whose same 
Cheers me no more, since lln^si'a bad him not, 

Nor the sea-monsters. , 

Endless iiraiso to Him, 

M * * ' 

lYho did not seorn the poor weak R oman’s .sigh 
Of desolate woe. 

Ikn monument is thine, 

O babe ! that ’neath yon sterile sands doth sleep, 

Save the strong sculpture in a uJbther's heart; 

And by those traces will she know thee well, 

AVhen the graves ojifin, and before God's throne 
Both sinafl and great arc g»ithered. 

L, H. a. 


now TO BE A GK)OD Ll'lTLi} SERVANT.—No. IV, 

“ Oil, mother! Tolly* "VVilcIjirc has been so dreadfully 
shaking and'slapjiiiig Ihe'poof IHtle biftiy, that I^went up 
to her and spokc’about it; sh6 tol(|,mc^to iniudjiiy own 
business, but sure it is'everybody’s bumness, vtiiuu they see 
poor littley^hildren treated»b*dly, to take their part—is it 
not, mother?” “ Certainly, rny child ; aud,ify«i should 
ever go out, .asj'ou wish to do, as a youtig servant, one part 
of your duty will be to tc Jcind io afl >• avoid quarrels with 
everybody in the house, and always .have a kind wtrd, even 
.for those who mav not speak ve/v kindly to you. There are 
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always some cross kind of spirits to be found in every 
house, but if left to themselves they will soon spend their 
vengeance, particularly if they get a kind word for a cross 
one. Let ns renal the Bible again; find the fifteenth 
chapter of Proverbs and the fifth verse. ^ ‘A soft answer 
turneth away wrath, but grievous words stir up anger.’ ” 

“ Why, mother! I never did sec anybody like you, for 
you always seem to be able to open the itiblc and find a bit 
just suited to all we are saying!” “Well, dear ! this is 
just what I should like you to be able to do—go to the 
Word of God as to a wise and true, and valued and tried 
friend, and you may always lind direction there in every 
diffi/tulty. But then. Cany, if yon mean to be a good 
little servant, there is the one thing needful you roust 
have, or you will never feel right nor act right ? ” “ Ah ! 

I know what you mpan, mother. I must Ivj piovs!" 
“Yes, just SO; this will include all the rest. You will 
then be clean, neat—doing all things' in order—kind, 
obedient, careful, truthful, honest; indeed, this one word 
PIETY will ^include all that a mother wishes to see, or a 
mistress reipiirc.” "Now, mother, for Mr. Sabine’s 
‘Little Kitchen-maid,’ you said you'would lead.” 

‘•“THE LITTLE KITCHEN-MAID. 

“ And so to be kitclien-niaid' 

Our little Hannah wishes ; 

She says jibe's not of work afraid, 

Of washing plater, and dishes. 

Come, thet;!,, my ’child, I’ll tell t\ive how 
« Witli grace to fill thy station, 

No matter whether Jiigh,or low 
>. Thy lot or situation. 

tf 

‘•To set thCjLord before tliinc eyes^' 

Be this thy first endeavour; 

His favour segk, that matchless prize 
Hold faft, anti hold for ever. 
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Be faithful, honest, just and true. 

In this thy humble calling. 

And trust the Lord, in all you do. 

To keep you, dear, from falling. 

“ A little maid should careful he. 

Of circumspect behaviour. 

So act and speak that all may* see 
She loves her God and Saviour. 

No matter ivhiit her seraice is. 

Her duties, or her station ; 

So that her service all be His, 

’Twill be a sweet oblation. 

• 

“ He’ll take it all done for Him, 
Allhoui'h the work be lowly. 

He lovc'svtbe ])raise of seraphim— 

The blazing sun—the glow'-wform dim^ 
,411 precious, if all holy*." 


A STORY FOR ^UR JUVENILE FRIENDS.—No. V. 

THE LITTLE GIRL WHO WANTED ■» KNOW EVERYTHING. 

“ Mamma, you said you would talk to me again about 
my teeth, aiid_ .^-ou kn*w you always keep your word.” 
“Well, dear, I am quitg at Ifcisure now, and will glatjly 
attend to you; and while tliiuking on the subjeet, I have 
met with a page oti the teeth,i^hich I will fead to you ; 
though I do not think you will call it very agreeable in¬ 
formation, it may serve rto hejp ,you in remembering to 
wash those little teeth of yourj.”* “ Oh, thank ypu, ma; 
please read—I likefto hear you.rfead.”, , 

“ The gentleman wlto- writes, Minny, has given direc¬ 
tions for taking-care of the Aeith, and then goes on to say 
o those who will not take ^the trouble to clean*tlftra, that 
such persons l^ave animalcules aboundfhg in tlie matter 
which accumulatesaboutthf teeth—tliattheiraccumyladng 
skeletons form what is called ‘ thg crust of tficv teeth.’ 
.They are incredibly numerous, and, wlieu examined under 
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the microscope, are so full of motion that the whole mass 
appears alive.” “Oh, ma, please don’t read any more, it 
is so dreadful; I feel sure I shall remember it till I am as 
big as you; but, •.na, what did you call the white, shining 
part?” “ The enamel, Miuuy; now try to remember that 
word. If this gets ‘broken, the air penetrates the tooth, 
and it becomes hollow, or decays.” “ Dear me, mamma, 
then I must not crack urns, I suppose, like Hetty docs?” 
“ No, dear, certainly not; you should never bite any sub¬ 
stance with your teeth harder than the crust of dry bread.” 
“ Oh, ma, do let me run and tell Hetty n 6 t to crack nuts.” 
“Wait a moment, dear, I have something else to say to 
you^ * I want’ you to think, my little girl, about that glorious 
Being who is so kind to us and who surrounds us by His 
mighty works ; what a ■ wonderful body He has made for 
man, and what a beautiful world He, has given us to live in. 
There are, indeed, marks of sin all around us, yet it is still 
beautiful. How pretty the fields, with their green carpet, 
and the bright llowcrs growing on their brown bed, and the 
woods, and the hills, and the restless blue sea, and the sky 
with all its glories. I remember, wlien you were a little 
lisping child, yon used to call the stars ‘GotL ’5 bright eyes.’” 
“ Did I, ma? tell me some msre.’,’ 

“ I wek going to say, dear, that when man disobeyed' 
God, and Ticcamc a sinneH He might have caused every¬ 
thing around us to give us pain when we gazed upon it; 
He might have made everything disagreeable to our taste ; 
He might have caused us' to. feel pain every time we moved 
these I'C'hcs of .ourst; but,-instead of this, He has made 
everything'agreeable around us,‘aiid all would add to our 
happiness but for these wict ed hearts of ours lyithin. Now 
I will fead a very pretty piece to you, which is a great 
fevaurite of mine,' and then you may run pff to fell Hetty 
abbut, your tecth.-’i “ Gh,* m«, I like that pretty text at 
th% top* of the poetry,” “ Do you mean the words—‘ He 
hath made everything beautiful ?’ Listen, Minny— 
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“ Call not earth a barren spot, 

Pass it not ungrateful by ; 

’Tis to man a lovely lot, 

Though a lovelier rests on higl% 

“ Were the woods, and hills, and streams. 

Earth’s soft green, and heaven’s pure blue. 

All the radiance of its beams. 

Formedsby God in vaii^for you ? 

“ True, indeed, the stain of sin 
AVc perceive upon it all; 

And tliCjbcst arobnd, within, 

Dear the to'kcns of the full. 

“We may wish for purer skies, 

Fields celestial, springs of bliss; 

Yet with gratid'ul ardoiit prize 
Such a lovely world as fliis. 

'‘*Wc may wish for souls as cllastc 
As (he morn or mountain snow ; 

Y(;t each'Tiallovved pleasure taste, 

God has given to man below. 

“ Cali not enrth a barren spot, 

I’ass it not ungrateful by ; 

’Tis tf) -oian a lively lot, 

Though a lovelier.rSsts on high.” 

“Oh, mamma, I do like that pretty poetry; mayl» 
learn it?” “ Yc^, certainly, ,;<? you like; bi5c run away, 
and have a game of play now, dear Minny.” 

I_.._, 

THE .REPENTfNG BOY. 

A LITTLE boy, about six yeark of agi.onc daj ursnifested 
a disobedient and refractory spirit. His snolher led him 
up stairs, ^d talked long” tAt? kindly to him ;,told him of 
the awful and sad effects of such conduct, Sind ,of God’s 
great displcasuse at disohcdicnce. 

This confersation had a Diok salutary effect on th'e mind 
of the child. The next morning, he'was in bed longer than 
•usual. His mother asked the reason; he replied, “ Mo- 
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ther, 1 hare been talking to God." “ What about, dear?" 
“ I have been telling Him I am very sorry for being so 
naughty, and I ^sked Him to forgive me, and to help me, 
that I may not be so wicked again.” “ And do )mn think, 
dear, that God heiyrd you?” With joy beaming in bis 
countenance he replied, “ Yes, mother, and I believe He 
has forgiven me.” ’ 

A Christian mother can easily imagine how these words 
fell upon the heart of this little boy’s mother. Was there 
not prayer, repentance, and lliith in his language ? Prayer, 
“ talking to God,” pouring ou*^ our sorrows into the ear of 
a syr.rpathishg Redeemer ; repentance, “ sorry for being so 
naughtyconfession and contrition, accompanied with a 
desire not to offend again. Mother, teach your little boy 
this verse:— 

” Itepentiiv.ce is to leave 
Tlie things we loved before, 

And show that wc in earnest grieve. 

By doing so no more.” 

Then there was faith: “ I believe He has forgiven me ;” 
a simple trust in the pardoning love of God, through Jesus 
Christ. True it is, that the plan df salvation is so simple, 
that a little child may understithd it, and though refused by 
the learned it is often revealed unto babes. Let us teach 
our beloved ones the iTlfpd^tnnce of confessing their wrong 
doings to God, instead of allowing their sins to remain as a 
heavy burden on their toirscicneb; and let us encourage 
them to* tell us of a"?! their little troubles, that we may go 
with thelb to tire foot of the cross to receive pardons and 
blessings? , Clematis. 

- —ffV-*"- 

lS'OTICES of book.s. 

•I’ve ^en ’I'hmhiwj. 'By Mrs. Koe. London: Clarke and Co. 

n exceedingly intercsl ing and instructive book for the young. 

Ned the T':ppler. By William Duew. London: ’Borsell. 

A tem'tierance tale of interest, and pleasingly told. 

• Home Thovffhts. Aufast Number. Loudon: Kent. 

A pleasant Companion for the family. 
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“ Remember the weakness of his thought, and th|t wisdom for him must 
be diluted.” 

“ Come here, dear, and feel pussy’s nice fur; stroke 
him gently, he likes kindness—pussy can feel as well as 
AVillie. Sec how* he likes to sleep near the fender—he 
looks happy. AYillie must try to make everything that has 
life feel happy. Gentle Jesus is kind to every creature 
He has made, and He is always looking upon my little boy. 
He sees all he docs, and hiars all my little son says. Can 
AVillie tell mother wh.at the bright fender* is made of?” 
“No, mother.” ’“It is madg of hard metal, Willie, and 
men dig it out of the earth. AVliat is the cover of ray little 
boy’s booji made of?”, 

There would be no end to our paper, if we imagined all 
the various things that the young mother can talk to her 
little boy about. If we can only help her to think white 
she nurses or sits by him, wo sh^ll have gained our point. 
A very clever ])hysiclan asserts that the words, looks, and 
actions which uifants see and hear in the first two or three 
years of their lives, d^ acliuSlIy form the grand cssci^ial 
outlines of their future characters, and so indelibty are they 
impressed that if will be difthult to iiew-n5odel them in 
future years. How careful, then, should the mother he, as 
to the kind of words dier babg hears, and the kind of 
actions lie sees ! How wfsc sfeoitld sl>e herself bg! How 
perfect, too! 

That was a judiciouS -mother who was licaill ‘to remark 
that she hprself alwfiys t«ck«thc chief care of her infants 
till they were two or three years old^ Instsafl df a nurse 
she hired a boysekeeper, saying, “ If anj'thing is*was^d cm 
broken it can be suj)pired, but* if disposition^ of* my 

children are injured there is no remedy.” “ Ah, bjit,” 
say some, “mothers too often s^oil th*m, and not nurses,” 

VOL, VI. 


M 
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Yes, we admit tins too, but then we are pleading for wise 
mothers. We would warn them of the danger of ruining 
these little immortals in the early morning of life. The 
mother must herself learn at the fountain of wisdom, and 
from her store draw forth all good things—and good 
ways—and good thoughts and words for the careful train¬ 
ing of the helpless creature committed to her trust; it may 
be, indeed, but for a few brief summers, but that training 
stretches forth into the far-off future—even to eternity. 

If thy boy is spared, young mother, to see thee laid in 
thy grave, he shall speak thy words, do 'thy actions, and 
quote thy maxims, till the flower of the grave blossoms on his 
head ; and then in thy children’s children you will yet live 
again, and prove a blessing ,or a curse to'generations yet to 
come. Ponder these thoughts, as you teach that smiling 
boy now nestling at your side, you'ig mother. You are 
working not only for time—even this is momentous ! but 
eternity will tell of your present training.* 


TOE WIFE.—No. VI. , , 

" The soft smile of a loving face is' better than sjilendovir that fadeth 
quietly. 

“ If ye will be happy in marruge, confide, love, and be patient; be 
faithful, firm, and holy.” * 

Life, and particularly married life, is generally made 
up, not of great sacHfices'or.4uties, but of little things, in 
which s'^yiles aiql kindnesses, and little attentions, arc the 
things that win and preserve the-heart and secure comfort. 
Little attentions are the h«^.'«’.dii of afiection-runits they 
are whicn lerd to mighty products. They are often laid 
'•nside after marriage; but when this is tlje case there is 
some danger of the.dMlino and. fall of love’s empire. And 
then, if we reflect for a moment how short the time may 
be ere the tenderwt ties of earth may be broken, how 
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anxious should we feel to make those dear to us as happy 
as we can while they remain with us, that we may have no 
regret on this point when we weep over the remembrance 
of their love. How little things are remembered, some¬ 
times with anguish, after the time has passed away when 
we might have made reparation! 

“ I went one djy,” says a lady, “ while quite a child, to 
take tea with the mother of my nurse, who accompanied 
me. This poor'woman was a widow, and often through 
life has the conversation of that evening recurred to me. 
She was very glad to see us, and brought out her best tea- 
things to give us a enj) of (ea. .\ftcr tea ijhe tool; up her 
knitting, while n\v nnr.semaid read a tract to us. Scarcely 
had she finished reading, whA up starts tho old lady from 
her .•irni-cliiiir to take hold of the snuffers in a great bustle, 
for wliih? she had b?en locJdng I'.er knitting, and her 
dangliter at lier little hook, (here had been .a thief in the 
candle! ‘ Ah ! ^ she exclaimed, ‘that thief in the candle^ 
tfikes me baek again Trniny years^of niy life. It happened 
tliat one winter’s night,’ continned the poorvold widow, 

‘ wl'on 1 had more them common to .do with my needle, 
there was hut* one candle 41 the candle-bo.x; and when I 
lighti'd it, tliinks I to •myself, if I am not in^a bit Sjf a 
hustle, as sure !is I am alive ^my caudle w^l-he burnt out 
before 1 have finished my work. ••In about Jialf an hour I 
left the table, intending to return in a few minutes; but,* 
very foolishly, I began to llo*some» trifling jobs in thff 
chimney-corner, which niiglft jpst as well have treen done 
at another time. IlojvJong I.wns away* from* cne table I 
cannot tell, hut when 1 went back to it again I found there 
was a ttief in the candle! It must have Jhejn burning 
there for some time in that manner,,for one ^ide of the 
candle, more* than half wa^ dows, was melted. * Vl’lmt 
made it worse was, that fire wick harl given w»aj,*and the 
candle would not stand upright.' I tried all manitcr of 
contrivances, but all this time the candle was burning, and 
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SO much of it had been wasted, that before I bad half 
done my work it began to flicker in the socket of the 
candlestick. I was sadly vexed at myself, and while I sat 
fretting and stewing, in comes my good man, as good- 
tempered as I ever saw him in my life. “AVife,” says he, 
hanging up his hat 'on a peg by the stair-foot door, 
“wife, thee hadst better light another candle, or stir up 
the fire; let us look a little cheerful on this side the door, 
for it’s gloomy enough on the other.” While he said this 
in his joking way, the walls of the cottage were one moment 
lighted up, .and the next covered witli sliadow, for the 
flickering flame threatened to go out every moment; hut 
when-1 told him about the thief in the caudle, and that the 
candle-box was emjitj% he shook his head, and silting him¬ 
self down in the chimney-corner, begiin to talk to me. 
“AA’ifc,” says he, and-while he sphke he took up the 
poker and made the fire flame up afresh, “ wife,” says 
he again, with a smile on his face, “ I am afraid ’tis uo 
uncommon thing in most houses to have a thief in the 
candle.” I felt the colour flush in my face, being more 
vexed at what he said than Iliad heen before. “You 
need not say that to me,” says I, “ ibr we have not had a 
thief in the candle I don’t know the tiime when before.” I 
began to clear the round deal table, that I might set his 
supper before him, but all 'he'while I wa'- as snapjiish as the 
tongs. “ Ah, wife,” continued my husband, and a better 
-lever lived, “I have heard say, life is but a cjindle 
that flareil away for a little while, and then sinks into the 
socket aufi''goes out.- Now, I take it, that if our lives are 
to be looked upon as candles, we "liavc had a pretty many 
thieves in them in our time.”'' 'i was too cross te say any¬ 
thing, so he wdnt on talking just in the same way for some 
titne. AYhat he said began to mollify me, for it went to 
my veryheart, but I '^did not interrujit him. At last, says 
he, ‘-'Wife, lean see that you are a little bit twisted at 
what I said about the thief in the candle; but I did not 
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mean to apply it to you half so much as to myself; our 
caudles will soon enough be* hurniiig in the socket, and if 
we busy ourselves about trifles, and neglect doing what 
ought to be done, we shall find, when w« little think it, that 
there has been a thief in the candle.” Since that night I have 
denown a deal of sorrow, for iny husband has been taken 
away, and I have been left a poor lonely’widow ; but the 
bitter cup has b?en sweetened 'with mercy. I have been 
graciously led tg seek and to know more of Him whom to 
know is eternal life. My prayer is, that my day may not 
be wasted—that my life may be devoted to the glory of 
the lledecmer—that no thief may be found in the candle! ’ 
Ah, so it often is; when our dear ones art; gonc*for ever 
from our world,* wo regret ijjany things wliicli happened 
when they were yet with us. TUis"poor widow remembered, 
when lay kind liusl«ind was laid beneath the clods of the 
valley, that she was as ‘ snappisfi as the tongs ’ on ^the 
evening when there was a thief iirthc candle ! ” 

Wife ! mother! soon the time will come when the las^ 
word vvill have been spoken, and*lhe tenderest and happiest 
unions broken. Let, then, the law of love guitle us till we 
reach that blissful shore where all w*c loved on earth, if 
united by faith to Chjist,. fliall live and love again in the 
light and joy of an eternal day. There infiwnities shail 
cease—b!essings*be perfected —and the Ili^i and Holy One 
shall declare our reunion to be for ever amf for ever. 


SUNDAY HVJiNING OCCUtATlQNS. 

And Aaron shall lay hands on the head of the live 

goat, an^ confess over him all the iniquities of thej:lRld#ea of Israel.’* 
—Lev. xvi. 

My dear children, the* subject wlwch 1 have glioScn tor 
this evening is about two goats.. I suppose y«u l^avc all 
seen a live goat—perhaps very oftem When you have time 
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I should like you to try and find some texts in the Bible 
about goats. You have read in it about the Tabernacle in 
the wilderness, and the priests who used to offer sacrifices 
for the Jews. Did you ci;er see a picture of the Taber¬ 
nacle ? It was divided into two parts: into the fir.st, or 
holy place, any of the priests were allowed to go; but only 
the High Priest migli,t enter tl-.e other part, which was 
Called the most holy 'ftlact —this, however, was only to be 
done once a year, and then tlic High Priest (whose name 
was Aaron) must take blood in with him, or else even he 
dared not go in. Can you tell why tliis was ? To show 
us that if Jesus had not shed His blood, neither you nor I 
—nOj nor the best and holiest man—could ever have 
entered heaven. 

But we will go back again to the goats. Aaron the 
High Priest was commanded to taka two goats, end draw 
lots for them ; one was to be slain, and its blood carried 
into the most holy plate—but what was to be done with 
the other 'I Aaron was to st-md at the door of the Taber¬ 
nacle by its side, put bis hands upon its head, and confess 
over it all the sins of the Jewish people, and then send the 
goat aw.ay by the band of a fit man into thc.ivilderness. 

Now, my dear children, tins.is ^ slmrt story of what 
•eally happened long, long ago. Aaron is dead. The 
Jews who stood watching wiiilc he did^ all this are dead 
,also. Why has God left the account of it for us to read 
jfuid tliinlc about ? There js a verse in the New Testament 
(in the Fjustle to the Hebrews) which tells us that the 
blood of kvJJ-s and^goals could never take away sin, neither 
could the goat when alive really bear away sin. No, dear 
children, this was all inteude' ' o teach us about One who 
suffered and died for us on earth, and who now pleads in 
heaven the merits oi His own blood for ail (hose who love 
him. yes. He is gotie, like A-iron, into the most holy 
place, 3y-and-by He. will come out, as Aaron did, to 
bless His people. Shall you be among those to whom He 
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will say, “ Come, ye blessed of my Father ? ” If so, you 
will go and confess your sins to Him now, that they may 
be forgiven. None but Jesns could ever have borne the 
weight, the dreadful weight, of the sin‘of the whole world 
—•none but .legus could now appear in heaven to plead 
with Ilis Father for .all those who lotc Iligi. 

Oxford. Mary. 


CAUE FOR THE OUTCASTS. 

Mr, have received many encouraging letters since we 
dared to touch this' delicate sid)jcct, and have also before 
• ns an account of <au interesting ease, with several letters, 
Wihich we liope may prove a stimulus to the self-det)j'ing 
efforts of those who c.are fof the poor crying, wanderer. 
We will give a short extract front the letter of one friend, 
and then»j)rocceil to tlie c.asp sent 4) ns b}'^ anotlier. 

‘‘My nicAit Mahasi, — I am glad you have taheii up the 
subject of the Outcast, mid I sympathise with the necessity of 
dealing witli it carefully ; yet, now that yon are fairly started,* 
do not, my dear madam, fail to pflrsue it thoroughly. It is, 
indeed, a melaiielioly .suhject, revealing, jierhap?, tnoro real 
misery, mental and physie.al, than any irrogularity to which our 
fallen iiatiire is* jirone. \Yha|ever may' he done as means of 
prevention should he d*ne ^piickly and heartily. For many 
years it has been to me a subject of att'ecting medilStion, and P 
have felt great iiiteriist in any remedial snggestmfi that has come 
under my notice ; yet does it seem that the e\il strengthens, 
and that the inimherof it^ victims is eontimially on the increase. 

“ There is one remedial phased/ the subject in which it ha# 
been ])ossihle to rnnke varioii# ej])eriaients, heneatR my own 
observation, though, alas ! 1 grieVe to snji, timy har% ..ot always 
succeeded. I allude to ffic reception of yyirog/Women, who 
have’strayed, into my famifyaikdomestic servants. I am aware 
how timid’ many Christian mothers and niistres^#nr* of such a 
movement (end not without*reason ciih’cr); yet wh»n no other 
course seems open, when* erring woman jdeads to J»e gijen a 
chance for recovery', aiul you can give it, the risk may ke worth 
while. I am thankful'to say the belowed superior ofViy domi¬ 
cile has often consented to commit al> dangers to the kind 



208 


FLOWERS. 


providence of Him who weighs motives; and, though sometimes 
disappointed, her endeavours have not been wholly without 
good. In one case, especially, she has the deliglit to know 
that the object of her consideration was restored to better paths, 
and is now the resi)ectablo wife of a respectable man. ,_I 
will endeavour to give ypu a brief outline of this case soon, as it 
may be a stimulus to you and to others. 

“That this special oljeet of Christian and,motherly' affection 
may meet with the special beiicdiction of Him who said,— 
‘Neither do I condemn tliee—go and sin no mere,' is the earnest 
prayer of Yours, very aft'ectiouatelv, 

V.” 

Our extract is longer than we Intended to make it. Wc 
hold our friend pledged to go on, and be ready for us hy 
the time our other etise. is ended, whieh we cannot now 
commence, or our jiaper .vould be too long. Mothers! we 
are looking to you to help us in the prevention aiyl cure— 
ponder the sidjcct.—En. 


FLOWERS. 

Motuer ! try to instil into the minds of the little 
immortals committed to your care" a love of flowers. 
There is something so pure, so hbautifuh and yet so 
transient in these denizens of the .field, that they a])pcar 
iiS if the silt'of our fallen world had not reached them— 
they continue to blossonj witii all their unspotted beauty 
as remembrances of Eden, of the sinless state of our first 
parents. How gracious of- our omui2)oteut Creator still 
to strew pur path with flowers—we, who are so unde¬ 
serving forgeatful of His mercies! Gather a snow¬ 
drop in the ‘6arly spring, mother—that emblem of humi¬ 
lity—call your bright-eyed boy to your knee—point out to 
him the delicate white, petals so exquisitely pencilled, and 
the dark strong leaf so well adapted to protect the bud in 
its first stage of growth. "While docking for fresh beauties 
in its, fragile form, lead his mind to the hand that formed 
it; tell him how life is likened to a flower, by its being so 
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frail, so iincertam; tell liirn.tliat lie strive to become 
a liowcr in the garden of tlie Lord on enrtli, that ho may 
one day be transplanted to a brightcr^garilen in a better 
land; tell him, if God so clctl.es tic lilies of the field, 
how much morfl will He take care ojl him ! 

There arc many more important lessoils to be deduced 
from this subjee*. It is reniivknMe how soon the atten¬ 
tion of a child will be.riveted, while sjjcaking to him of a 
flower. It is very delightful to oursehes to be able to see 
creation’s God, amidst creation’s bo.auties—to trace the 
finger of God manifested iji Ilis works—to view the work¬ 
ing of His jjower in the minute vessels of the tiny flowers 
that hcsprmklc the field—to realise, with Cowper,*that 
the One Spirit—ni.s, who wore, tjie jilattefl tliorns with 
bleeding brows—rules universal nature. How interesting 
it reudei* onr walks, partiTjularly^n the country, to see 
God in all Ilis ■^orks, whilst we are enjoying the infantine 
prattle of our little ones, and endeavouring to improve the. 
rime by words of instruction dr.wn from objects around 
us. Let us fostei’, then, a love ol nature in tffc minds of 
dur childrevi. The <;pnteinplation of •the works of Him 
to whom their minds arc diaected, must be improving and 
pleasant. M’e arc taiTght in the Word of 0^1 to unit^ 
the admiration of- the beauties amd wondCT*. of nature, to 
every other rnotiv? for devotion • Tor the G6d of redemp¬ 
tion is also the God of creation. David, the sweet singer 
of Israel, after considcrkig the. work^of God, e.\clairas— 

“ What is man. Uiaf thou art mindful of him, or the sou 
of mau that thou visiteat him V’ Anne. 

TREES A:n> FLOWERS. 

•Not a treta* 

A plarit^a leaf, a blossom, but contains 
A foUo volume. Wcwmay read aarl reaiL 
And read again,*uiid still find spmelbing new 
Something to please, and sSraethigg to instruct,. 

Even ill tlie humble weed ! 
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FADING FLOWERS. 

These feVv pale autumn flowers, 

How beautiful they are ! 

Than all tlwit went before, 

Thai! all tlie summer store, 

How lovelier far! 

And why ? they are the last ! 

The last! the last! the last! 

Oh ! by that little word, ‘ 

I low many thoughts are stirred. 

That whisjicr of the past ! 

Pale flowers ! pale perishing flo'.vors, 
Te’re type^ of precious things: 
Types of those better moments. 

That flit like life's c.njoynielits, 

On rapid, rapid wings. 

Last hours with parting dear one--, 
(That time yie fastest spends); 

, Last tears in silence shed ; 

Last words half uttered ; 

Last looks of dying ffiotids. 

Who would not fain ( ompress 
A life into ti day— 

The last day spent with one, 

Who ere to-morrow’s sun 
Must leave us, and foy aye ! 

O precioiB, preeioys moments, 

Pa|e flowers f ye’re Ij’pes of' those, 
The saddest, sweetest, d'iinest, 
Beea'use like those.\.he iiearest 
, To an eternal efose. 

C> 

Pale fldwers! pale perishing flowers! 

I woo^yi'air gentle breath ; 

I leave the summer rose < 

For youngef, bljther brows ; 

Tell mfe of change and death I 
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DRESSING DOLLS. 

Do not smile, mother, nor think it beneath your notice 
to see to it how your little girl dresses her doll. If infancy 
and youth be thc^erm and promise of mature life, then it is 
of importance how your little daugfitcr tlrcsses her doll. 
The love of dolli%is very early manifested by almost all 
girls, and who can tell whence tfic propensity has its rise ? 
Who can say that the j)rofusion of finery dis])layod on the 
person of the doll, and considered so necessary to liiakc it 
look “ smart, ” rnay not imbue the opening mind of its 
posses.sor with a love for similar adorning Somellmes a 
child conceives aji affection for her doll which is tliko 
a foreshadowing of maternal l9ve, and a devalopment of a 
woman’s strongest instinct; and if slie is encouraged to 
show her ^ove and cate, by due atlwition to the neatness 
and propriety of its attire, and taught as early as possilde 
to make its clotlies, and to be regular and punctual in 
attending upon it, much good result in after-life may follow; 
and wlieu real duties and real cares, with advai 4 ,'ing years, 
devolve ujion her, she may find that fr^m her mute baby 
she has aeiiuircd an apfituclc and a habit of carefulness and 
assiduity wliich will thmi be of tiie greatest advantage. • 

On the other hand, if all a girl’s love tor ]?er doll is* 

expended in bedcfkiug it witli^Jacc and .ribands, and 

loading it with ornaments, we may expect to see in her 

own person a cmTe.s|io>i?ling lov* of tiuciy, and most pro-« 

bably an eijual neglect of neatness aiifl propriety* It was 

surely never designed bv IJinf who pj^iuled tht gorgeous 

colours of the rainbow, wTio covered over t^ic mos’l secluded 

recesses of the earth wftlf it profusion of beauty, and 

constituted order Heaven’s first law, tliat the? loveliest part 

of Ills creation should not bestow due and littingattwUiciTl 
■ . • • 
on their external appearanoe, fir flisplay'a want of tnetc and 

care so ill corresponding with tire other parts* of .His 

.creation. But far—far rcmovetl fronf this is worldly con- 
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formity and the study of fashion, which too often occupies 
the heart and the tlioughts, stealing time from imj)oi tant 
duties and hindiri" the affections down to earth. 

Cliristian mother ! see to the manner in which your little 
girl dresses her doll; and let your example'be to her, in all 
things, just such as you will like to see her following, when 
you take your leave of her at the gate of Che grave. 

" A. F. J. 


AN IMPOllTANT LESSON. 

1!Y A YOUNG TliACIlElt. 

I tvAs making a morning r isit with my little boy, when 
one of the' lathes of the hodse very kindly produced some 
biscuits for the child. After receiving them ho ajiproachcd 
me, and very (juietly d'.op})ed -theni all, one by 'one, into 
my jjocket; then asking for them one^ by one, as he 
wanted them, he seemed quite as satisfied and hapjiy as 
if they had all been in his own possession. AVhat an im¬ 
portant lesson to me—and wdiat a rejrroach, thought 11 
—Am I always content that my heavenly Father sliould 
keep my worldly j)ossessions, for ihe ? When I receive 
tlicdi, do I refer them all to llini, td have and keep them ? 
Do I think them safe in. Ilis hands, and am I satisfied 
that lie will ■ supply alh my need as 'it arises, or am I 
'careful and troubled about many things? Am I fearful 
'to give to the ])Oor. (in rVhich I, am hut lending to the 
Lord), le'st 1 shoulS hereafter need myself what I am 
now called bp to give? ^ 

Was 1 better ’pleased at mv child’s confidence in me, 

* . < ^1' *• ’ 
than if Im had kept his treasures clenched in,^his own 

hands? tlnJ is n.ot'our heavenly Father pleased when 

we thus Last Him? The cakes were really fnuch safer in 

my pocket'than in his little fingers,, through ■which tijey 

might very likely have slipped in the street, and been spoiled, 

if not lost. And so are our worldly possessions in the 
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care of Him, whose are the silver and the gold, and the 
cattle upon a thousand hills, if we could only believe 
it. “Take liccd and beware of covetousness,” is the 
Lord’s injunction. “Be careful for "nothing—cast all 
yotir care u])on Jlim.” This you can only do by exer¬ 
cising the faith of a little child, and "making your Father 
the depository of jour treasures, your superfluous wealth, 
and even of that which you at present need. Give all 
you have into His hands, that *IIc may guide you in 
the disposal of it, that you may not be careful about its 
safety ; and ask* Him for it, and receive it from Him as 
you need it. If you look on it as His, yoij will nnt bo so 
much troubled if ypu lose it. 

I have read of a child whos(? parents sent him *0 inquire 
for a jioor family whose cottage’had been plundered by 
wicked hands the jji-evtous night. JlThe little boy tried in 
his artless way to condole w'ith the poor woman. “My 
dear child,” she replied, “all that I h.ad was not mine, but 
was lent me by the Lord ; if Ho hjs been pleased to permit 
it to be taken from me again, they were onlj» His own 
things, iind so 1 have no right to complqjn.” 

“ I Lave seen many rich biirdenpd with the fear of poverty ; 

1 havi' seen niaiiy jioor huty ed with all tlio carelessness of Wealth; 
IMaiiy poor have the pleasures of tlie rich c'^ ii* their own 
jiossessioiis; 

And nmny rich miss the poor man’s coniforls, and yet feel all his 
cares.' 

COIlRECT'YOlJR CHILDREN l^IGHTLY. 

• • ^ 

One day, two brothers, on* about seve», the other nine 
years of, age, were disa^e?ifig, when the younger one 
struck the elder. The blow was instantly retumjd. The 
mother came fowvard and^truck the eljjer boy for making hi§ 
brother cry. * After she,had*puhis*hed him she told hitn that 
as he was the eldest he should nqt have struck his younger 
brother, but kindly reproved him, and have given him a 
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kiss for a blow. The child instantly replied, “Then, 
mother, why did you hit me ? ” The reproof was felt 
deeply, and had the mother acted agreeably with the advice 
given to the childvhe would have gained the conquest, for 
example goes before precept, and ctiildren^ notice far more 
what their parents dof than what they say. Tlie little boy 
afterwards read to his mother the third chajitcr of the 1st 
John, gave his brother a liiss, and went to bed. Much 
need have mothers to seek wisdotn in the correction of 
their children. How very important, too, that they learn 
the grand secret ctf governing themselve's. The task is 
arduous, but when once learned' the result will richly repay 
for all the trouble. Clematis. 


A STORY FOR OUR JUVE'XILE FRIENDS.—No. TI. 

THE LITTLE GIRL WHO WANTED TO KNOf. EVERYTHING. 

The next day being Sunday, all the children were 
assembled ^around their mother, after their return from 
the Sabbath school, and opening their Bibles at the part 
they were reading in order — the* history of Josci>h— 
eacJi read a verse in turn to tint oivl of the subject; then 
‘Mrs. Mihf reijuested them to kccf) open their books while 
she questioned them. “^Now, then, mjr children, who can 
, tell me in what Joseph was like the Saviour? ” “I can, 
mamma,’' said Minny ; V He was’ beloved of Ills Father, 
and I read the othef day tkit Jesus, was called ‘Beloved 
Son.”’ “Oh, I Vno,w something,” said Oh'arles; “.Toseph’s 
father maVlS hiip a coat of \pany colours, and God made 
His beloved Son a body likc? o\ir own, my hymn says, 
when He came dow.u to our earth.” “Yes, mamma,” 
rejoined^the earnest-looking John, “a b«.dy like baby- 
brothes’s,, when Hf was ‘in' the manger at Bethlehem.” 
“ Ob, I Unow another likeness,” said Hannah ; “Joseph 
went in search of hii brothers, and my text was this mom-, 
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ing that Jesus Christ came to seek and to save those who 
were lost.” 

“ W'ell, now, try again,” said the mother. “ You tell us 
one, jilease, mamma,” said Minny. • Was not Joseph 
hated by his bre^rcu?” asked the mother. “ Oh, yes, to 
be sure,” replied Penry. “How stifjiid \^e all are; and 
the Saviour was h^ted by His brethren.” “Who were the 
Saviour’s brethren? I though? He was an only Son,” 
said Minny. “Oh, Minny, don’t you know,” whispered 
Hannah, “ that the Jcjvs were Ilis brethren; and ma, I 
remember, too, Miat -the brethren of Joseph talked about 
killing him, and the Je\ts talked about killinj^ Jesus 
Christ.” “Very well; now goon.” “ It *is rather diffi¬ 
cult, mamma, anil yet it is j'crj pretty. ’ Whjt shall I 
find now?” asked Minny. “ Joseph’s brethren took off 
his coat ci many colours.” ^“Yes, ^raa, yes, so they did; 
and the Saviour’s coat was taken t)ff; His coat without a 
scam, and they ciftt lots for it.” “ Now, again, ma, please 
help us out.” 

“Josc])k went away from their fury to cpjoy great 
honours in Egyiit,” said Mrs. Mild. “ I see— 1 sec, ma; 
and Jesus Christ went tip to honours in heaven.” “ Very 
well; now, try again., liwle Minny. Joseph went, to 
secure food and comforts for his familv, bv*the kind* 

% * WW * 

arrangement of hi^ heavenly I’aUjer.” “ Ah, I see it, 
mamma; Joseph had to take charge of the store-houses, 
that there might he coili to spaie in the time of famine.”^ 
“Yes, Henry,” continued Miinny; ‘•and the ^viour is 
gone t®Hcaven fo*prepare a place for ps.’,’ “ Ifor us, you 

say, my daughter; are*^01:^ included, (^o y(fu* think ? ” 

" Oh,* t^mma, I hope we^i«!%ll included,” rejoined John. 

“ I hope so, too, my dear phildren ; %nd we need "not be in 
any doubt about it with the Bible in our hands. Wkat ■ 
required of*us, my son, ki Gcftl’s Word ? ” asked Mrs. 
Mild. “ Papa said, this morning,”- replied HenriP, “J;hat 
we must believe in the Lord Jesus Chfist, and we should 
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be saved.” “Yes, and what kind of belief is it, do you 
imagine ? Most persons believe that Jesus came into the 
world, but this belief alone will not save us.” 

“Is it, then, mimma,” asked Hannah, “to believe that 
Jesus was God and man too, and that came down -to 
die for us?” “Nlnthcr is this enough,” rcjilied the 
mother, “ for the wretehed beings who ^re shut up in hell 
believe all this, my child \ do you not remember reading in 
James, ‘The devils also''believe an*d treihble? ’ ” “Yes, 
m.ainma, but the devils don't love the Saviour; nor they 
don’t keep Ilis commandments like people on earth can.” 
“Very well, dear; now we shall understand something 
abor.t it soon. Your Bible says, ‘By their traits ye shall 
know them and again,. ‘ If yc love me, keep my com¬ 
mandments;’ .mill agaiii, 'By this shall all men know 
that yc arc my disciple-s, if ye, love one another.’. Now, my 
children, I wish to impress on your minds the importance 
of being made holy by the S|iii it of God,'and this Spirit is 
promised in answer to prayer. The Saviour said, when 
He was upon earth, to a Jewish rider, tliat unless we arc 
all horn again we shall never enter the kingdom of lieaven. 
Now the belief that the Gospel requires hieludes all tins ; 
wo are to repent; believe or trust in the Saviour; love and 
''obey Him, and take Him for our example. Now you can 
all try yourselves by tl),q-se rules, and s"e if you have taken 
the first step towards the kingdom of lieaven.” 

1 . “ WJiat is the first .‘^teji, mamma ?” asked Minny. “To 

feel truly sorry from the heart, my dear, for our sins, and 
determine' to fevsake them, asking the Spirit ofiiGoil to 
help us for the Saviour’s sake!'’ “ I hope I shall soon 
take the step, then, ma.” ‘‘‘V 'nope so, too, inyt„Minny; 
then you will'be able to say with truth, as you did just 
how," He is gone to nrepare a place for icsif and when we 
have passed througii the'dark wallev of the grave, lie will 
pnUon fis a robe of righteousness and a crown of glory, and 
11c will give us a gdiden harp, to help us in singing together. 
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through eternity, of redeeming grace and dying love. It 
is now time for us to separate.” The young party then 
retired to their own rooms. 

HINTS FOR MOTHERS. 

Df.aii Madam,—I n reading the lifif of the Rev. Henry 
Venn, 1 have been so much struck b}’ the justice and truth of 
the remarks in the following extract, that I submit it to your 
notice, tliinkiiig yo^i may give it noplace in your Magazine. 
It occurs in a letter written to a relative, on the birth of his 
first child ;— • 

“ I wfite now lo congratulate you on the birth of your 
child. A Christian will receive it as a charge of inestimable 
worth ; and, at the same time, as a patient, wRose innate de¬ 
pravity must be guarded against, and its em-c begun even 
from very iiifancj'. The child is, first, little tnord than an 
animal; afterwards, iu a small degree, rational; and for some 
years, in g^'neral, is incapabletof bei»g treated as spiritual, 
AVisdom, love, and nicrey call upon us to begin very early 
with our offspring, % ojipose and subdue self-will—the plague 
of mail—the disease of bonds—the enemy of God ! And early 
and steadfastly opposed, it is, in nitist eases, very' soon con¬ 
quered, though not extirpated. * 

“ No object is more ijjeasing than a meek, obedient child. 
It reflects honour upon its jiarepts, for tin ir wise management. 
It enjoys much case and ydeu^ure, to the utmost limit of what 
is fit. It promises oxcelleney and usefulness—to be*wlicn age 
has matured the humjjn understandiii^ a willm|f subject-in all 
tilings to the* will ‘of God. No olqcct, on tli? contrary, is 
more shocking than a child under no mauagenient! We pity 
orphans, who have neither father nor motJier to care for them' • 
A child indulged is^pione to he fitjpd: it has no parent; it is 
its own master—peevish, froward/^headsttymg, blind;—born to 
a double portion of troubfe’and^sorrow, abovg whiftfallcn man 
is heir Jjy;—not only misc^Pabl* itself, but worthless, and a 
plague to tfll that in future will be connected wjtR it. AVhat 
bad sons, • husbands, masters, fathers, daughters, wives and 
mothers, are the oflspring*of fond indulgence showwiJo'little 
masters and misses, almost from the cradle! Wis(k discipline 
gives thought and firmness tothe^miild; and makes fts uaefal 
here, and fit for the world of perfect suboWination above.” 
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A MOTHER TO HER LITTLE SON. 

Wii.LiE, my child, I want to talk to ymi—I want to tell 
you that you have something within that little body of 
yonrs that can never—no, never die—you are an immortal 
being. Your life came from God. You must live in 
heaven or hell for ever. Those sparkljng bright eyes will 
be closed—those little hands and I'ect will cease to move, 
and all the hodj- must go into the gravo'"and return to the 
dust; but the smd, whiph now gi'-es life and animation to 
the whole, can never die. The thought fiiat my boy must 
live for ever, in happiness or woe, tills his mother’s heart 
with deej) anxiety. You are committed to her care—she 
has to bring .you up for etefnity—to regulate your passions 
—to instruct your judgment and lead you in the way of 
righteousness and p««ce. She wjttchcs over y oil by day 
and by night, in siekness and in health, and she loves 
you as herself. Ah, mj' son, none will ever love you 
as your mother loves you; and would you not like to 
live with,your mother and your dear father in heaven? 
Ah, then Willie njust love gentle Jesus. W'illic must he a 
good boy, and do what the Bible ‘tells hitii, and attend to 
what his parents say. 

W’'as Willie.a good bpy when he cried and kicked, and 
would not try to go to sli^op ?—No; W’ilJie made his mother’s 
heart sad then, and she was ready to cry too, hut she asked 
gentle Jesus to fqrgive *him aqd make him a holy hoy. 
Now, will W’illie try to be if good bpy because his mother 
loves hirf,, and U»cause Jesus Christ loves him, and is 
always a'lile to. see liim and ifsten to his words. Now, 
Jesus Christ when He was *li{)oh earth took little-children 
up in ilis Sirms_a».d blessed-them, and He loves little 
‘childrcjj, now. I w/iut my Willie to Ihrow and love 
this hinpl Saviour'.’ He ’ is God’s,, only Sonj' and alway^s 
lived with Him in heflven ; but “ God so loved the world 
that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth 
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in Him might not perish, but have everlasting life.” Now, 
He would have all men to be saved, and I want Willie to 
come to Him that lie may be saved. My boy has a wiched 
heart, and often does what he knows ^o be wrong; and 
there is no pardon—no forgiveness but through the blood 
of Jesus Christ. "Willie must ask Jesus to give him His 
Holy Spirit, that he may be holy and happy on earth and in 
heaven. M. B. 


A THOUGHT J'OR OUR CHILDREN. 

“ Tliis handpever struck me.” 

A T.iTTLE boy had died—his body was'laid out in a 
darkened, retired foom, waiting to be laid ill the lone, cold 
grave. His afflicted mother and Jiereaved litfle sister went 
in to look^ at the face, of the preeious sleejicr, for his face 
was beautiful even in death. As tlioy stood gazing upon 
the form of onc^o cherished and beloved, the little girl 
asked to take his hand. The mother did not think it best, 
but her child repented the reiiuest'and seemed very anxious 
about it. She took the cold, bloodless hand of her sleeping 
hoy and placed, it in the hand of his wfeping sister. The 
dear child looked at it a mfmient, caressed it fondly, and 
then looked uji to her mother through the tea»s of affec¬ 
tion dud love, aiifl said,—" Mother, this ffifle hand never 
Struck me ! ” Bfothcr! if you sfiould die and be laid in 
your little coffin, and your sister should come and take 
your hand and kiss it, could ^hc’sa 3 f--**“My dead^brother's 
hand never struek nie?” And if your^sweet,little sister 
should die, and you sitoirid looTc upon her demlf pale face, 
would not weep moro»bitierly if you recollected having 
once strftck her and caused her pain ? 4® ! ?y®s, you 

would, we ar^quite sure; then live t(%ether to#-day, as if 
the morrow,would separate you fo^c^er. Thirihay^ave 
you many a bitter pang, and many a painfuf *cgret in 
future years. 
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FHAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS. 


LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Who does not love little cliildren ? . They are the poetry 
of the world—the fresh buds and flowers of our hearths 
aud homes—little conjurors, with their “natural magic,” 
evoking by their spefls what delights and Snriches all ranks, 
aud equalises ‘the different classes of society. Often as 
they bring with them anxieties and cartS, and live to occa¬ 
sion sorrow and grief, we should get on very badly with¬ 
out them. Only think, if there was never anything 
anywhere to be seen but great grown-up men and women ! 
How we should long for tlie sight of a little child! Lavater 
tells us’ to “ beware of the person who does not smile on 
little childrenand certainly we must confess to the 
feeling ol' th^ heart d-awing back from the person who 
tells us he dislikes children, and thinks them troublesome, 
disagreeable things! ‘ ’ 


FEAGMENTS FOE SPAEE MOMENTS. 

THE MOTHER WHO SPOII.ED HER CUIUI). 

She will have her reward. She eultivaics a nightshade, 
and is destined to eat its poisoned berries .—John Foster. 

f ’■ MEEKNESS AND MAnNESS. 

An old divine, overhearing a mother correcting her child 
j^in a violent passion, said—“ Madam, if you do not learn 
meeknes^ of the Lori‘Jesus, yoiir child will learn madness 
from you!” 

HINTS TO PAitENTS. 
c 

Different dispositions re juir,. as various treatment as 
different .physical constitutions ; therefore, early study the 
uispesitions of your little flock, and treat thgra accordingly. 
We wculd give this hint to teachers as well as mothers. 

A contest with a child should always, if possible, be 
avoided; but if cor..menced, be sure to carry it through. 
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WHERE WILL YOUR HOME BE NEXT YEAR? 

“Who Icnoweth when he maybe hit? for great is the company of 
archers. 

A" man’s life is a to^-er, with a staircase of many steps, 

Tliat, as he toileth upward, cnrmide succosswely behind him. 

No going hack—the past is an abyss ; no stojipin'g—for the present 
perisheth; ; ^ 

For ever hasting on, precarious on the foothold of to-day. 

Our cares are .all to-llay; otir joys are a?l to-day'; 

Jknd, in one little word, our life, what is it but—to-day ?” 

Does it not seem a sljprt time since “The Motliers’ 
Friend” for Decemher/ ]S;)2, was put into yout hand, 
mother? “Ah,'it does,” you say. Yert it is a wliole 
year : but there you are, sitting in your hbme*still; the 
very same home as wjien our little messenger greeted you 
on the last month of last ‘year. Well, is it not kind of 
your Ileaveidy Bather thus to spare you to your beloved 
family' ? Your husband is not weeping over your grave; 
yonr children are not written motherless. But where will 
your home be next year, mother, can you tellf No, you 
cannot; yon ryay hav% found a homo ih the grave for the 
body, but where will the ^^irit he ? awaiting with joy the 
second coming of the'Lord, or dreading the s^und o^the^ 
archangel’s trumpet calling; you’to the jRiigment? How 
will your iftaternsif duties appear *10 have hAu done, that 
morning ? * 

Young man, full of hfealth and vigjJur, hastening to the 

art of eommwve, 'the office, the study, the workshop, or 
the field, where will yaujkhomif he next year Where?” 

I hear^ou say. “You.fi^ me an absurd question; in 
some part of the world I shall have a hojpt, to.be sure, 
‘“and a bajq);^one, I hope.” Ah! yoti cannotPespe flf 
this; the Ijouse appoirilccj for all H^iog he^ftur ciext 
home, and eternity mliy reveal its tvonders to yo\jr disem¬ 
bodied spirit ne-vt year. 

TOl.. VI. 
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THE LOST BOY. 


Daughter! beautiful and beloved! where will your home 
be next year ? Are you sure it will not be said of that 
admired body of yours, as it was of the beloved and beau¬ 
tiful Sarah, “Buiymydead out of my sight?” Lotus 
look at a few who have passed into new homes in the past 
year. A father tells'the tale of— 

THE'lost boy. 

“Never will the memory of his departure be effaced. 
The gloom of this first bcreavenient throws its shadows 
everywhere. The nursery is desolate—the broken toys— 
the empty chair—the leaves of the picture-book, are all 
thCi'C, alas! mr-te witnesses of the compaoioiiship and asso¬ 
ciations of the past, byt bringing forward, in bolder relief, 
the crushing loneliness of the present. 

“ One lovely afternoon a gioup of merry children were 
gathered on the beach, and loudest in tljat happy throng 
rose the ringing voice of our dear one. Little did our 
fond hearts think the young voyager was so near the 
ocean of eternity. Tlic children bad gathered for him 
pure white stones and blue-veined shells, and as they filled 
his basket its stores called forth the ringing laugh that 
made all feel joyous. Thote playthings of old ocean were 
his last sport h> the world; that wee basket, with its stones 
and shells, is now the priceless treasijre of;a mother’s 
heart. That night the mark of th^ destroyer was upon the 
high, pale brow ; a few days—days of earnest prayer, deep 
anxiety and suffering—and the cherieheij one faded from 
our sight. A liitle white heads^pp.e tells that the young 
playmate has found a new houie—the simple inscription, 

t, * ACCEPTED JN THE BELOVED, 

THIS FOLDED LAMB RESTS IN THE BOSOM OF JSS06/ 

» ft ^ 

f* 

commemorates at once our faith land our consol&tion/’ Ah I 
the Httie shell-gatherer has found a new but a happy home. 

"We will now take'you to another scene of removing to a 
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new liouie, breaking up our paper into parts for the benefit 
of busy mothers. 

THE DEPAUTING DAUGHTER. 

A pious and devoted young disciple fe waiting patiently, 
on a bed of suffering,-for the sound of her Good Shepherd’s 
voice. Beside her stands her exceHent father, motionless 
and like a statue. The being he is watching is his only— 
his beloved—his^vcly—his dieted daughter, who is just 
now passing to her heavenly ht^nc. Not a muscle moved 
in the inarble-like form of the father—not a groan was 
heard i'rom his imrdened heart—the anguish was too deep 
for such ail utterance. The very strength of the storm 
sometimes stills the sea.* So it was with' Inm. But tear 
glistened in his *eye—a littla tell-tale messenger of woe, 
which had arisen up to that wiirdSw of the soul. lie had 
not told Jier yet (though tjje trutl^ was plain to his prac¬ 
tised eye), that the dark foldings of death were gathering 
like night-curtiJhis around her—that the hour-glass had 
beer, turned for the last time, and tlie sands of life were' 
runjiing feeble, few and numbereS. How coulij he ? She 
was his only one—-his darling child. But she saw the tear 
ill his eye, as st stood*dimming with silent melancholy the 
smile of hope, and she jeadiTy divined the cause; she k*ne\v, 
she felt that thchoiiroflicrdcjiarture had com?. Slie wa? 
(lying, and she wag unutterably iuppy, for Jesus 

was there. “ FatRer,”* said she, feebly, but with heavenly, 
sweetness, turning her*full uye upon him, “father, dc« 
father, am I dying Don’t J)e*afrai(J to tell me# for I wm 
very haj/py. OIT, I was never so hapyy !« If this be death, 
oh, I should like to dfe Slw^iys. Death, is stvbet! sweet! 
swee'HJ,!” With these,*Ifc^last wmrds, she passed to lier 
aiigelie home. 

We iiitemWI to take^you to the side of a dyijjg^’Outiira 
' Sabbath-school teacher, and* t6 the Borne of j liejia'rtiiig 
motlier, but our,paper will be too*long; oue otRerscene, 
and we will rest our pen. 



224 


LIFE AND DEATH. 


THE OLD MAN CHANGING HIS HOME. 

He was very rich, anil his gold was his God. His heart 
was filled by the love of the things of earth; in these he 
had delighted for more than fourscore years. To the Sab- 
bath. to the temple of God, and to the God,of his mercies, 
he was an utter stranger; nor could his friends turn his 
thoughts from his cartlily treasure. But the old home 
is to be taken down ; he would not believe it; he lay 
struggling with the dark-winged messenger, talking of his 
riches. “ Bring me,” said he, “ my bundle of notes.” 
They were brought. While lie was looking at them, he 
said, “ Ir.believq, we shall not lose it.” While holding his 
notes; and exaniiping them in his withered hand, he died. 

Where tsin lus home be 1 He loved gold here, does he 
now walk the golden streets, or is he the companion of 
Dives? Well, we shall, knowvsome day. But, mother, 
father, daughter, son, where will your home^bc next year? 


LiiFE And death. 

“ What is life, father?” 

“ A battle, niy child. 

Where the strongest laiiOe ni.iy fail ; 

Wher-; the wariest eyes inay be beguiled, 

And tl>7 (lioutest heart may quail. 

Where tke foes are g thered On every-Jiand, „ 

And rest not, day nor night; 

And the feeble little ones must stand 
I" the thickesv of the fight.” 

“ What is d.iatl;, father ! ” 

' “ TJie rest, my child,' 

When the stiife and th .»f sil are o’er, 

And the .nngel of God, who, calm aud mild, 

Sstys we need tight no more: 

Who driveth away die demon band, 

“Bids the din of the battle cease, ’ 

• Takes the banner dnd spear from onr falling hand. 
And proclainlB an eternal peace.” 
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“ Let me die, father! I tremble—I fear 
To yield in that terrible strife! ” 

“ Tlie crown must be won for Heaven, dear, 

In tlie battle-field of life. 

My child, thougli thy foes are strong and tried, 
He love^Jh tlie weak and small. 

The angeds of Heaven are on thy'side. 

And God is over all! ”—Household \Vords. 


TRUTH!TRUTH!TRUTH! 

“ Trust pa)d;tli homage unto truth.” 

“ Little children are 
Candid and curihus ; how tliey seeh 
All truth to know and scan, 

And ?re the buddinjj mind can speak. 

Begin to study man 

Mother ! father! (Jid you ever think how confiding and 
trusting is the spirit of your’little cfiild ? We presume, of 
course, that he kas been trained according to the rules of 
“ the Rook ” given lor your guide by the “ God of truth.” 
That he has seen no double-dealftg in his home—heard 

• . ° f 

jio words intending to deceive—seen no “ acting a lie.” 
Then, wc say, Jiow co»Qding is the yotflig spirit! Why, if 
you told him with a serious countenance that you niade 
tlie sun, or that the whole world was yonrs^he wouldi 
believe you, and fell the fact to those aroUlM him, saying, 
“It is true—for *iy fathejjor my*mother said it!” 

Some people are fond»of saying things to little children^ 
in joke, that often bewilder tlje ‘little Jiead, and jause the 
infant_heart to donbt’its truest friends. A gcnileman was 
one day sawing some »o®d, whin a little j;irl, Si’ho was on 
a visit t^his house, ran kyp^'ery near the saw. “Ah! 
ah !” ^id he, “ if you come so near again, I slftll'saw your 
head off.’’ Xlie child believed him, afid ran tArifigd t* 
•the far end pf the garden, *nd when*sdie saw the'^eiTtle- 
man near her after this, she would exclaim, “You»}ial],not 
cut my head ofif.’^ 
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We knew a little girl who was told, when she went 
to bed one night, that if she did not remain stUl and 
quiet, and go to sleep, she would see frightful things in 
the dark. The child believed it, and, for years alter, she 
was in the habit of straining her poor little eyes in the 
dark, to discover what.these “ frightful things” could be. 

One of the best things in this way, wliich we have 
known a long time, came under our notice lately. A 
gentleman from London called on a Hend in the country, 
who has a sweet, well-trained little boy; the gentleman 
entered into a chat with the Sttle fellow^_and pregented 
him with a penny. At length be asked the chUd if he 
would go to London with him, ‘Yes,” said the little 
fellow, with the greatest confl^lence. “ Tnen run and get 
your hat,” he continued, “ aud come along with me.” Tiie 
child, nothing doubting, was about to run off for ^he hat, 
when his mamma said, ‘‘No, my boy; the gentleman does 
not mean it; he is only joking.” This sCemed, indeed, a 
strange matter, and looking up, lie asked very gravely, 
“ Is he tipsy, then ? ” <5li, no ! ” the mother replied ; but 
the boy had received a new impression of the gentleman’s 
character, and opening his hand, aiW looking at the piece 
of money he had received from^'ini, the child asketl, ‘‘ Is 
i^his penny-giood?” We should imagine the gentleman 
will never forgfcA'his question. 

Mother! father! friend! nevej talk tc/little'children so 
^.hat you may leave the impression that you are either 
“tipsy,”,or are capable of jiassing base coin. Take for 
your motto, in all your intercourse with Cuesc little ones. 
Truth! trut'ii! truth! ‘ ' 

,, Vha;^ hid youk kble cost? 

,;’Tis all in vgin for me to boast 
,Jlow small a sum my Bible cost; 

The (lay ot'judgment will make ejeor 
’Twas verj clieaji or. very dear. 



MATERNAL ASSOCIATIONS. 

DISCOURAGEMENT AND ENCOURAGEMENT. 

To the Tlditor of “ The Mothers' Friend.” 

My dear Madam,— I was thinking one day of the qnes- 
lion—“What ie the chief end of man?^’ and I remembered 
the answer given in one of the catechisms, to this important 
inquiry—“To gjprify God, and enjoy him for ever;” bnt 
observation, however, teaches uS that the glory of God, and 
the happiness of.men, are subject* which receive less attention 
from the great bulk of mankind than any other; and, alas! 
British mothers are vei^ often indiflFereUt to tins great object— 
at leaft, as far is my experience goes. I have occasionally left 
my home for the express purpose of invitinj mothe* to unite 
with me and a few others in prayer, and reading, and tajking, 
for the.conversion of our children; and to asccrljiin the best 
mode of training them for this viorfd, and the world to come. 
And although this invitation is given but for one hour, once a 
month, it is painful tt> any fefleotiv? mind, to hear the trivial 
excuses which l(^d many to absent themselves. I suppose the 
apostle felt something of this when he said, “All seek their 
own, not the things which are Jesus Christ’s.” The venerable 
Nr^vton, too, when speaking of the Marthas in Ids day, was 
constrained to write— 

“dlow oftfc-c we, like Martha, vexed, 
Encumbered,»hvg*ied, and perplexed ; 

While trifle? so engross our thought. 

The ene thing needful is forgot.”, 

Lot not/showe%'?r, the feui be ifscouraged,* for— tluis saith 
the Lord, “ If two of jou shall agree on earth, as touching 
anything that they shall ^k, it shall begone for them.” 

•A. O. S. 

While our friend js ^thus diseouJftgdfl by^'the lack ot 
co-qperation among the mothers in he» locality, we can 
gladskff her benevolent Eeart by telling ^ec of many 
thousands of mothers, it! other plafietk who rejtiice in ^ 
given tSem by these meetingi^and of many whe^have 
been led by them to eee tte responsibility of thftir*position, 
and to commence active exer^ons in their once-ne^ected 
maternal duties. We could tell her, too, of one good 
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mother who was once as sadly east down as she is, but 
who now has the pleasure of riieeting two bands of mothers 
monthly, and of circulating among them five hundred of 
"The Mothers’ Friend!” “Forward!” must be dfir 
watchword till we receive the command to pass over Jordan. 
We have yet a .litfle’inore in store for cur friend, which 
shall be forthcoming (d.v.) in our New, Year’s Numbers. 
—Ed. 


STOKY FOR OUR JUVENILE' FRIENDS.—No. Vli. 

THE LITTLE GIRL -WHO WANTED TO KNOW EVERYTHING. 

Little Minny, who was so fond of asking (jncstions 
about everything, grew up £fi intelligent girl, and ricblyf 
rewarded her mother for all the pains taken with her in her 
early youth ; and, having given her heart to the f nviour in 
the morning of her life, she became a blessing to the whole 
circle in wliich she moved. ' Some others of this happy 
family gave early promise of being lambs in the fold of the 
Good Shepherd, and departed to that better country', where 
knowledge and love are perfect. Some are now' filling 
honourable places in society, giving probf of a jiious 
mother’s early care and tcaeliing. And Miiniy —poor 
‘Minny!—w^ien .'Jark day.® came, and clouds of sorrow rested 
on her father’s house—j^hen riches toolc wings and flew 
away, and death came to lead her_^beloved father into the 
^ate of his dark dwe'ling, she, the young Minny, helped to 
support her widowed mothef by tbc laudable effort she 
made, in teaching t€ other little girls what she had ac¬ 
quired in her youthful days. 

Dear ypupg friends, never lie ashamed to asfe—for in- 
structron«,on 'subjects' you do not understand, and never 
pass ovc'' c word in reeding that you do not'comprehend ; 
and if youdjave no hind mother or friend near’you, try to 
find 'it out by books : hut, above all, seek that heavenly 
knowledge which is able to make you wise unto salvation. 
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Ask the Saviour to send His Holy Spirit into your beak; 
remind Him of His promise, that those who seek for 
heavenly teaching shall receive it; and then, if you love and 
’serve the Saviour here, walking in th? way He has himself 
•described, ancl,in.which'He has gone before you, then will 
you be mectened, cither to live anfl be yseful on earth, or 
to die an early (jeath and be happy ibr ever in heaven. 

Little child, look 141 and pray, 

Seek tlie Saviour every day; 

Though He dwells in glory now, 

With’a crown upon Ills brow. 

Yet He lovet each little child, , 

Who is hSly, meek, and mild. 

Clibose, then, JV^iry’s better jjtirt; 

Jesus asks you lor your liesu't. * 

He will notliing less receiva;; 

Seek tliiii, lofe l-lini,%nd believe. 

'^lank Him, too, for all you see, 

Jivery flower, and every tree. 

Earth is still a lovely place, 

Where the Maker’s*linnd we trace: 

Yet there is a world on high, 

^Ear mot^’ glorious in the sky. 


A HEAD MOTHER SPE?!:BING. 

“ Have ye not confcsse<h to a feeling, a consciousness, str.inge a:M 
vague, 

That ye have gone this way before, and w^lk again yovf daily life j 
Tracking an old Itmtine, and on »o?ne foreign jtrand,. 

Where bodily yc have neves stood? hiidiug your ownafeotsteps 

^J/AfiNG an opportunfl/ft’ exchanging ajbusy sphere of 
useful?iess for one corahiiiing usciiiljiess 'R'ith j’elaxation, I 
passed' a Tbrtnight ut Worthing This was .peculiarly 
pleasant tome, as I hnfl'not‘been fn that naighbonrhood 
before; and the weather bein^ very fine, I was able<o have 
some pleasant rambles through the fields and villages on to 



230 


A DBAS MOTBER SREAKINB. 


tile Downs. One wrs aiy favoarite walk, that through the* 
fields at Heene, crossing the railroad, by the church at 
Tarring which is being re-built, and then for about two 
miles through fieldsHo Iligh Down HiU, where there is thfr 
celebrated “ miller’s tomb.” This was a beautiful country 
stroll; but, beautiful .as the country was, there was another 
charm, and ',it was this. As I was ascending the High 
Down Hill, and repeating the words on the miller’s tomb, 
surely, said I, this is veriT familiar fo me ; I know some¬ 
thing of this place ; where have I heard of this ? who told 
me?—it is a long time ago. At last I caugkt the tlir.'.ad— 
it was my mother. I had forgotten that my mother, whose 
spirit has been “present with the Lord” these nineteen 
years, had , ever been in this part of England; but at 
once came back the scenes’ of early cliildbood, when I,- a 
boy, would listen, at my mother’s knee, to the talc.s of her 
journeyings ; and so vivid was the remembrance, that as I 
stood by the miller’s tomb, and surveyed the beautiful 
country round, I could hear her voice describing the scene, 
the lovely spot, and repeating the lines on the tomb. > 

Need I say I wept at the remembrance of my mother? 

To that mother I owe much, I ca]‘inot tr,ve bow much; 

those, early lessons which she gave, me, taking me aside 

;iad then pohving into my vonthful mind, in such a way as 

only a faithful^ loving rapther can, some, truth concerning 

God, heaven, bell, eternity. These lessons were never for- 

g 9 tt(’u ; and if 1 have been preserved amid the many snares 

of youth, .if I have been iiscful in the Sabbath school, 

if useful in the Church of God, if a comfor'i to the sipk and 

dying, and made useful in |)rcac,bing tlie everlasting Gospel, 

it is through God’s blessing'dpbu tlie instruction-(jf my 

blessed mother; 

(• 

'One-circjmistance, -vdiich I have.often recalled of late, 
I would meption. My raotiier vPiis sinking fast, and she 
called.iiei boy to her, and asked him to rttad to her about 
Jeaus—that was her'epmfort now. I read, but I did not 
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‘feel what I read; I do not remember what I read; bat 
this I know, that it was about Jesus, and it was a com¬ 
fort to her. And this same Jesus is now my comfort; 
through that same precious death I* hare hope of ever- 
iastiug life; apd though that mother had no reasonable 
hope, when she passed from this •life, that her son was 
“ bom again,” jet, departing in faith, her prayer has been 
answered. ^ 

Mothers ! def you take your fliildren aside, and talk and 
PKAY with them aloiuj? Your boy will remember you, jf 
you Ao ; lovingly remember you, when all else forget y»u. 
I meet constantly with itten who cannot be jestr^ned from 
the ribald jest, the coarse joke upon womankind; but,KONE 
of these had a loving, faithfol, praying m^thes. Mother, 
your son will be what your infliTcitce makes him. England’s 
future Wll be what (Sie modicrs ol^England’s sons now are. 
England! Godjsxpccts every mother to do her duty. 


CARE FOR. THE OUTCASTS.—Na. X. 

AsstJEEni.y, many a Christian heart will respond to this 
appeal. Who can lonl^ on them in public, and in imagi¬ 
nation reflect on their history in private, without a fteling 
of agonising interest for their jiesciie faerjj such an awful 
situation.* Maijf have made cflSsrts, and have failed; have 
exposed themselves tp personal annoyance in their effort* 
to do them good. Many kre deterred, from feelings 
cannot but resjeetj yet sucli ,is its distressing character, 
that* methiuks the Ijopj of sncces# is* wor^^ great risk, 
whilst we are conscious of" purity of mhtive. The follow- 
iiig flh^ account of one reclaimed wanReror ^*y stimulate 
to effort many who read*“The Mofti*rs’ Friend.” 

A. F. was the daug^iter qf ^ospeitahle persoife » ttumbie 
life, but her lather being mentally afflicted, she w«s left to tiie 
support and guaPdianship of herjatothev. She was seltt to a 
Sabbath school, and enjoyed the usual tirivilegea of a Christian 
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circle. At an early age she left home for service, and soon gave 
sad evidence of waywardness and fully. 

The regulations of the respectable family she Ijad entered 
were soon irksome t(j her, and slie left it for a sitiialioii, !o her 
more attractive, in a seaport town. Soon, alas ! she fell bfuK ath 
the baneful influences that surrounded her—fomook the hoii“pdf 
prayer—neglected the ihstrnction peculiar to her youth, and fell 
a prey to the wiles of the seducer. In this position she con¬ 
tinued for a season, exteniallj gay and glittering, till, us usual 
in sueh eases, a fresh victint usurped h^ placp, and poor A. F., 
an outcast aud a wanderer, was consigned to the miserable 
contingencies of the public streets. Tliis horrid life she pursued 
m years, amidst privations and sufieringd to •Se itiitigiifi-d. not 
cxpressetj; till^at last, on a metnori'lhle evtuiing, the kind provi¬ 
dence of God guided the footsteps of two pious youths across 
her path. She 'accosted theif in her usual way—they W'ere 
passing on, whe’n one thought he observed in her face a peculiar 
expression. There was affected merriment, but he saw, or 
thought he saw tiirough K a sadd'eiied Iieart. He spo'ke kindly 
to her, the poor girl staggered—she had not been oceustoined to 
kind words—she burst into tears, aud entreated him to say no 
' mare. This softening of the spirit encouraged him to persevere, 
and the distressed wanderer conlessed to Jicr awful state,,and 
her ardent desire to escape from its dangers and distresses. 
.They parted with a p.-oinisc to bear hor^case in mind. 

On the following morning thgv stpiglit her at her lodging, 
and found the hopeful appcaraiiees'of the past evening strength¬ 
ened, and liBr anxiety increased to be restored to her home and 
mother. Haviii''g placed her in temporary lotlgings, the rest 
was easily efi'ected, and, in a few days, tlfey liatl tlie great 
delight to restore her to her sorrowing parent—a moiuiment, as 
Ihey fondly hoped, of .sovereign iiu'.cy. Months passed, and 
time raatuAd the good resolutions she had beop enabled to form, 
and with her"restittftioi. to re.sptsctabie society were added pleas¬ 
ing evidences of res-l Christianity..* 

One thing weighivJ on her splvfts';—she was a bur^n^to her 
mother. AiV hdc could slyt do 1 Whg would kindly optn her a 
peth tg hofiourable servitude? At length, a neighbouring lady 
made tlib trial; she ..whs r^eived, into her house. Nothing 
' occurreef to'weaken the confidence of her friends, and a better 
situalSbn was sodn obtained ft^r her, through tthe agency of per¬ 
sonal connexions of he^’mistress. Here' she filled an honourable 
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post for a considerable period, when she formed an acquaintance 
with and was married.to a respectable sea-going youth, became 
truly pious, and has,' for many years, lived in usefulness and 
reputation. 

Christian men! Be ready to extend Christian kindness to 
the outcasts; Mio can tell wliat a wqrd in season may effect ? 

Christian mistresses! Be not too scrupftlous. Pity them 
—pray for theA. Give them a trial, and who can tell ? 
Wilt not one such instance a% this compensate for many 
disappointments? J. O. V. 

“LITTLE PITCHERS H.WE GREAT EARS.” 

There is alwliys some getjat pvacticanesson^lying"round 
abont such proverbial sayings «s* that at Ihe head of this 
paper, ,1am strongly rejninded^hy it of my early days, 
and sent rummaging back to the time when I was a very 
little fellow, wfth my pinafore on, sitting beside my mother’s 
knee, listening most attentively to the conversation which 
w^s going on between her and one of the neighbours, whtf" 
had justfcalled in, and who thus began :—“As I was pass¬ 
ing your doD», 1 thought I would looK in, and ask you hbxv 
you do, or it would seenf voft’ unncighbourly.” Then, stepping 
a little nearer to my mother—which moveme»t awakene(|ia 
corresponding degree of curiosity in our fftffia selves to under¬ 
stand the%atte>—she said, in a mysterious kind of whisper, 
“ You have heard abokt Napiiy^row, no doubt ? ” 

Now, this Nann^ Crow xjas a near neighbour of ours, 
and. one who Sjjeut a large • portion .o£ her .time running 
from house to housdj tfllipg all, and i^ore fljBn she knew 
to Re tsne. I had often 4i*ard her Jpnd voice, and seen 
her esfeited countenanqp, in desperate qotArels with her 
neighb'oursftill my poor little heart trembled a^in ’,•and»the 
remarks which I heard-»'aad I treasared all iip-i-bCtween 
my father an^py mother, gave me no very exaMe^dea of 
Rer; so I was doubly attenti'^ to this whisper, which was 
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continued with a significant nod directed twrards me. “ 
have been told, by those who know, that she is likely to be 
brought before her betters to answer for her evil tongue; 
you won’t mention it, of course.” The little pitcher’s great 
ears had t^ken it all in, every word, and Was deeply ponder¬ 
ing what it could mean. Oh, ye mothers, take good heed 
what you say in the presence of your children, and in what 
temper you say it. ' , 

Another instance, wheni was a little older. My mother 
had taught me never to loiter when I was sent on an 
errand, but always to make the best of my ,vay back; this 
advice, accompanied now and the.i with a word of judicious 
praise, had so established the habit, that I never thought 
of stopping or looking at other boys at plai^, but ran as 
fast as I could, and was sometimes rewarded by the obser¬ 
vation—" Dear me, child, are you come back ? . Why, I 
thought you could hardly have got there by this time.” 

One day another neighbour looked in,^bnt a different 
‘ character fr*m the last, who thus accosted my mother— 
^ “ How are ypu, Mrs. Carr ? Well, 1 declare, how clean and 
comfortable everything looks!” “Why, Mrs. Law,” 
replied my mother, “you know L expect' my husband 
home shortly, and I always like' to',Lave things neat and 
tidy against-he comes honio; for you know he has been 
working hard aft ^y, and.rcturns weary f.nd tirc^d. I take 
care to have the kettle boiling, and a ifice bit of warm 
' toast ready for him ; and a bason, with some warm water 
and towekethat he may make himself clean and comfort- 
able. He then sits down m" the arm-chair, and he’soon 
gets refiresHed, anti, I always make it a rule never to talk 
to him much at first, and he nc^r wants to go out,’but, will 
take his boottj'-and will read to ua. till we go to bedK” To 
alhthi* 1 listened with vast attention ; moreoVfe'r, I knew it 
to be'all- tme, and cliildrerf are 'keen observers of truth, 
and they instantly detedt any departure ftciP it, which is 
often one of the firs# stumbling-blocks in their way, and 
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my mother’s geese were always geese, never swans! Be- ' 
sides, my mother by this means raised my father in my 
esteem, and he would sometimes say to me—“ My boy, be 
good to your mother ; there are not many boys who have 
sjach a mother as yours. Don’t you see how she strives 
to make us all "happy ? ” So I wast brought up to think 
no home like ours. All these things entered fteely into, the 
great ears of theliittle pitcher. 

We must adimt thalt there ar# very many different men 
and women in the world to my lather and mother, and 
that tj deal widi the tempers of some people is next to 
impossible ; ana how to vsork a change in soyae households 
is hard to understand^ but the thing itfay be 3one, and 
there is nothing So effectual 4 s real godliilhss. Those who 
art; uuhajtpy. and sigh for a change, but don’t know how 
to set about it, we entreat tl^em to break off their bad habits 
—forsake evil and wicked comj)anious—seek the friendship 
of those who fcar God—;-go with them to the house of 
prayer—read the Scriptures, which are able to make you 
wise unto salvation—atid, above all, earnestly jjray to Him 
who is able and willing to aid you in all your efforts 
heavenward, fiar the «ake of Ilis dear Son Jesus Christ. 
He is near unto all theft who call upon Him in truth aud 
in sincerity. M. B, 


LITTLE «iVILLIEJe SUNDAY. 

A i.iTTLB lx)y, of thre^ yefys'old, ^me to toi^ with his 
parents, having "tpent the previSus yenri^ a retired countiy 
place; this new home w%sjn "full view^of a*railway-line, 
and* duj^g the first we«l»Aiis iuterei^ in the continual 
succession of trains was intense and jjnwearjtiflg.* This was 
not diminish^ by his parents having occasion o& Saturdey 
to take hini a short distance in « raifvKay carriage. 

Oa ilis retu^ as lie was going- to bed, he said jfi his 
mother, “May! go .in the #ain tomorrow, mamma?" 
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LITTLE Willie’s Sunday, 


She replied, “ Not to-morrow, my boy—to-morrow is God’s 
owB day.” He paused a moment—and then asked, “ May 
I. go to church with you to-morrow, ma?” “Yes, dear, 
I hope we shall go.” “Shall we hear the singing, ma?‘ 
Will they sing ? I do like to hear them sing—I do like 
the music.” “Yes, they will sing, dear;’and they will 
pray. Papa‘and mamma will pray. Can you prayj” 
“No, I cannot, ma.” “Would you like to be able to 
pray ? I hope you will be able to p‘'ay scon. God likes 
to hear people pray. He likes to hear them sing, too— 
and so you would like to go to hear them ? “ Yes,.ma.” 

“Then I will tell you what we will do. We will get up 
to-morrow morning, if God pleases to allow us; and when 
we have prayed, aVid had our breakfast, wt’ will go to hear 
them sing. We will not lock at the trains all day, because 
it is the Lord’s day. We will look at them ou all the 
other days of the week, but not to-morrow. Then, after 
dinner, we will see some pretty pictures iu'tMary’s ‘ Scrip¬ 
ture Lessons,’ about Jesus and Samuel; and you shall 
nave your letters to find liic those that will spell ‘ Gentle 
Jesus,’ and ‘ Samuel,’ and ‘Abel,’ and some more. And 
now would you like to kneel up in .your lilfle crib while 
mamma prays for you?” “ Y’s, »ma, very much ! ” So 
1;,? knelt up, clasping his little hands, and looking at his 
mother. She p'/ayfcd that a blessing might rest upon him, 
in few words, and on all dear to him; aeS espSeially that 
to might have a new heartr and love' the Saviour. 

After this she briefly- turned the cbnversation into prayer, 
asking that he might pass the Sabbath so as to please God 
—that he might not wish to look xt Ohe trains, but might 
go to the house of ^aycr, and j:vi«i good people ip,praying 
and singing, ‘.'ird listening to God’s word; and that he 
might be Iftjipy in doing this. Willie listened, in silence; 
an^whep his mother’pad fiiiished’he exclaimed, ‘tOh, 
th^ ’jft nice, ma!’.’ “What will, deaf?” “l¥hat 
you hav« been saying, -namxtfa.” She then Dade him good 
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night; and thus ended his first lesson on the subject, so 
far as regarded shutting oilt the world,- and abstaining 
.'rom things—lawful at other times—on the day which 
God lias given us for Ilis more especial service, and for 
our advantage, both as it regards this world and the world 
to come. Mothers! take your little dues by the hand, and 
try to get a Sabbath day’s journey towards jiesPven. 


A SEGRET EOR^niOSE WHO ARE POOR. 

* THE swiynsn cottage. 

“ I WENT lately,” says an agent of the BiSle Society, “to 
one of the many' smiijl dwelHiigs of poverty^ in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of Stockholm, where •tli’e j^oor wife of a sailor 
lived, whq^c husband had u;oi\p to seajscvcral years since, and 
had not again been heard of. Besides four little children 
for whom this pc^r woman had to provide, she has her own 
.aged mother to support and attend to—but no complaint is 
heard in tliis dwellinf! no murmuring!—arid although 
everything in the little room bears witness to the greatest 
poverty, this woman’s* disposition for cleanliness, dili¬ 
gence, and ORDER, sh^wtf'^tsijlf everywhere. But that 
which especially makes this dwelling an abode hf present' 
bliss, is the circtgnstance that Ijoth she *and her sick' 
mother have foui^l the Pearl of great price—the blessed 
Jesus. A Bible, which I had tin? haiipiness of presenting* 
to them two years a"o (and winch ndw, indeed, jbrrns the 
inostoonspicuous’ornameut and only treasure irt their poor 
dwelling), had, under The*g;udance of t^ Sp1i5t of God, 
become lj*c principal cauie*wf this haj^y state of mind. 
It is now, we rejoice to say, no loug«- ^uncom^ion to find 
little flocks (few in number indeed) gathering ground tHb 
jBible, God’a Qwn book, iir oiMet to leArn from }t theVay 
of salvation.” >^tlier! Do you loTe the Bible f^Dgiydfe ' 
read it with your childsen ? Thin you^now “ the secri^'T* 
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MASSING THOUGHTS FOR PASSING PERIODS. 

“ One generation passeth away and another cometh.” 

This beautiful reference to humanity in the aggregate 
is constantl;^^ illustrated in individual experience. The 
thought is—incessant change—a continual shifting of the 
scene—that wL’ch we clasp' slides hastily away ; again we 
extend the hand, only ag^in to rcaffse a' delusion and a 
snare. Unsubstantial and fleeting are all earthly things, 
yet we have necessarily much to do with them. ’Ve are 
here—running along—passing—and shall soon be where 
there are no changes, no more uncertainty, hut settled, 
irreversible, everlasting finality. , 

Mother! did you eye! think of this ? Is it not wise ot 
us to mark each passing period, and from it, as a stand¬ 
point, review the past and ponder the future ? Each 
day—^ch week—each month—and especiMly each year—a 
''portion of our history, during which, ordinarily, many 
interesting and important events transpire with weighty 
bearing on our future experience. Will you jiermit “ The 
Mothers’ Friend,” in its closing visii for the passing year, 
to lud you in a few retrospective’and prospective thoughts ? 

First, observe the record on earth. Memory, that faith¬ 
ful remembrancer, will, at your bidding, mother, father, 
retrace the steps along which you hate threaded your 
c'-nrse." Has it been a year of bodily suffering ? Ah! to 
some we know.it has." Has it been a year of jiainful sepa¬ 
rations? Have ties, .closely'bound round your tendciest 
affections at*its beginning, bee)> fud^ly snapped? Mother 
—father — brother — sister -t-'lcVer — friend—l.ave^ they 
passed to eternity, or gone far—far away to distanf shores? 
Have eartldy expectations been sadly blighted? Have 
■ riches tiken to then.selveS' wings and fled away ? or has 
G*d gwffn you gold and silver in abmjdance ? Is your 
domestic circle yet rfhbrok^a ? Are your household bless* 
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ngs continued? Then ponder these things, and bear in 
nind, in connexion with therri all, that thete is a record 
made of them above ! Start not! Dream not that you 
(lave been unobserved. The record is on’high ! How has 
;he varied experience of the past year been met and dealt 
ivith ? Do you trace regret for doing’ wrong—submission 
to the Divine will—patience under suffering—abiding 
confidence in God—constant desire to do His^ill—and by 
example and precept yelping your dear ones onward to 
the heavenly city ? ^ 

Now,*to our stand'point. M'hat is the record ? Should 
you tremble to unfold the awful page—to read,in the light 
of eternity the history *of the past ? “ The Mothws’ 

Friend ” urges you earnestlyi. affectionately, to |:hink, to 
ponder, with prayer—solemn prayer now, at our stand* 
point. B#t what of •the ftyture ? You say, perhaps, we 
_ may never realise much, as far as this world is concerned; 
true, but what are your intentions? Time flies—days 
open and close—while you doubt and hesitate the record 
is progressing. What are your pspspects ? What do past 
reminiscences unfold ? Misspent days—neglected duties-— 
or a progression in faith and toils of love, with less of 
earth and mofe of heavt^n ii. thg heart, betokening a meet- 
ness for a happier state of being. 

Mother! father,! close not another ydar till these 
thoughts have their proper weight, and are, with honest 
courage, tested well. Remember, >tgaiu and again, ” the 
record is on high I ” Sin and folly may blind tjie eyes, 
deaden the conscience, stop the ear, blunt the feelings 
absorb the soul; but the Uay, shall declare Jt; afid to such, 
an awfiil aevclation it will be.'* But, Christian mother, yoa 
need noMremble to think of your record beia^oh high— 
the unfoldings-of the day that shall “reveal secrets,’’ caw 
be to you only; happy ; with sin and sjtfrow escaped, ht^- 
ness perfected, ai^ a mansion prepared for you, a3 r^met 
be well. May it be the honour jf “ Tl.e Mothers’ Fri^d” 
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NOTICES OF BOOKS. 


to close 1853 amidst the joyous hojiefulnoss of many such 
a heart, and may 1854 witness them increased a tliousaud 

fold. 


FEIAGMENTS FOS SPABE MOMENTS. 


PASSING ON. 

Years rush Jiy us like'the wind ; wc see not wliencc the 
eddy comes, or whither-Ward it isltcndhig ; and we seem 
ourselves to witness their lliglit v.ithout a sense that we 
are changed : and yet (ime is heguiling \ip of our ;-rength, 
as the wind? rob the woods of their foliage. 

QUICKI.V PASSING. 

What,.would you thirk ova r.ailway passenger arranging 
bed and hoard, books >'hd work, to make Ins aliode in the 
carriage—when lo! bis jonri ey is ;?t, an end, a-.d he must 
move out? Are we not passengers (jnicklv p.assing ? Have 
we a heavenly home at the end of our journey ? 

“ Now h the constant syllable ticking IVora tlu* clock nf time : 
Now is the watchword •I'the wisi',' now is on the lian.ier of 
the prudent?” 

NOTICES OE 'idOOKP. 

Morning Drops'; Mks. JJalfoi’ u. 'A /Ih pn'f.srr hg Mrs. 
Stowk. JiRt-on : Partridge tv OiiKey. 

A book full,of truths Wv>!’ told; ;m t-pitoid'' of ^^■itinenof^ prin¬ 
ciples, written in an agreeable and Christian spirit. 

The ij^or in the Heart. London : Partridge it Oakey. 

A book that will not only eubtr the door of tho heart but claim a 
place there... ’ * , . 

Jiand of H.v>e Rpv\*w. London : 1*4; triulge ik. Oakey. 

This little workl^r our childr^ij^i.sj^^choap, good, and useful. • 

Home Tk^uphts, Londoa : Kent ik Co. 

This little semi kepjffl up its cbar;rotcr. 

^e ’'Qreiu Choleraic Vi'^iiaiion in Tiewaslle-ou-l’pte. Isewcastlc ; 

Barkis. 

littte work, ettmestly written, and so cheap that benevolent 
hearts may supply hundreds otj'iottages scriptural counsel. 



